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VOL.    III. 


THE    COSSACK'S  GRAVE. 


CHAPTER    I. 

• 

On  the  roadside  between  Compiegne  and  Ver- 
beric  stands  an  isolated  house,  well  known  to 
the  inhabitants  of  the  banks  of  the  Oise  and 
the  royal  forest;  for  it  is  there  they  seek 
hospitality,  when  some  vagabond  fancy  tempts 
them  to  quit  their  homes,  while  waiting  for 
the  public  vehicles. 

In  1838,  towards  the  close  of  a  fine  Sep- 
tember evening,  a  man,  attired  in  a  blue  smock 
frock  and  fur  cap,  seemed  waiting  for  one  of 
these  conveyances.  After  sauntering  about  an 
hour  near  the  door  of  the  inn,  the  Paris  diligence 
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dashed  up,  when  one  of  the  travellers  having 
alighted,  the  stranger  quickly  took  his  place, 
much  to  the  discomfort  of  two  young  women, 
between  whom  he  was  to  sit,  and  whose  frowns 
were  easily  accounted  for  in  the  appearance 
of  him  who  had  replaced  the  former  tra- 
veller. 

In  proportion  as  their  new  companion  ap- 
peared disgusting,  with  his  sun-burnt  face 
and  tobacco-tainted  clothes,  did  the  former,  in 
spite  of  the  extreme  simplicity  of  his  costume, 
appear  pohshed  and  agreeable.  This  man 
was  about  forty,  looking  younger  and  older 
than  that  age,  according  as  one  inspected  his 
different  features,  or  the  expression  of  his  phy- 
siognomy. His  look  was  so  calm,  his  smile  so 
serious,  that  it  seemed  strange  to  find  no 
wrinkles  on  his  face,  no  grey  hairs  upon  his 
brow.  This  contrast  between  vigour  of  body, 
and  moral  maturity  might  have  mystified  cer- 
tain observers;  who,  on^^the  faith  of  vulgar 
prejudice,  assert  that  the  blade  of  the  mind 
wears  out  the  scabbard  of  the  flesh,  and  makes 
the  health  of  the  body  depend  upon  that  of 
the  soul.     In  this  instance,  seeing  the  scabbard 
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in  SO  good  a  state,  the  blade  might  be  supposed 
edgeless.  The  sequel  will  prove  the  accuracy 
of  such  a  surmise. 

On  the  arrival  of  the  diligence,  the  landlady 
of  the  inn  made  her  appearance  at  the  door. 
Recognising,  with  the  help  of  the  lantern  the 
traveller,  who  had  just  got  out,  she  eagerly 
accosted  him. 

"  It  is  you  then,  Monsieur  Servian }"  said 
she,  with  the  peculiar  volubility  of  landladies. 
"  A  long  time,  sir,  since  we  have  seen  you  in 
these  parts  ! — You  are  come,  no  doubt,  to  see 
Colonel  Herbelin  ?  You  will  find  your  nephew 
there,  Monsieur  Cambier;  for  I  must  call  hhn 
Monsieur,  now  that  he  is  grown  a  man — and 
so  handsome  a  one !" 

"  Felix  is  right  to  amuse  himself  during  the 
vacation,"  replied  the  traveller  with  a  smile. 
"  No  doubt  he  informed  you,  Madame  Ribois, 
that  in  six  weeks  he  is  to  enter  the  school  of 
St.  Cyr  ?"— 

"  Ay,  ay }"  said  the  landlady.  "  He  is  going  on 
at  a  pretty  pace  in  the  interim,  as  the  Colonel's 
horses  can  bear  witness.  Yesterday  he  passed 
by  with  Madame  de  Caussade.^* 
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"  Is  Madame  de  Caussade  at  her  father's  ?  '^ 
anxiously  inquired  Servian, 

"  She  has  been  staying  there  all  the  summer, 
and  a  fine  woman  she  is.  What  a  hussar  she 
would  have  made !  Since  the  death  of  poor 
Monsieur  de  Caussade  (who  was  a  little  too 
old  for  her,  dear  old  gentleman),  she  certainly 
has  not  died  of  melancholy.  She  shoots, 
hunts,  and  takes  hedges  and  ditches  that  would 
make  your  hair  stand  on  end  !  Well,  it  amuses 
her ! — She  is  always  in  such  good  humour  as 
would  almost  incline  one  to  be  a  widow !" 

"  You  saw  her  yesterday  with  my  nephew  ?" 
said  the  traveller,  affecting  indifference  ;  ^^  were 
they  on  horseback  }'' — 

"  Full  gallop — their  usual  pace.'^ 

"  Were  they  alone  ?'^ — 

"  Alone  ?  What  are  you  thinking  of  ?  For 
these  two  months  or  more,  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade without  Monsieur  Tonayrion  at  her 
elbow  ?" — 

"^Who  is  Monsieur  Tonayrion  V  inquired 
Servian,  disdainfully. 

"  You  don't  know  Monsieur  Tonayrion  ?  '^ 
rejoined  the  hostess.      "A   magnificent  man, 
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who  ought  to  command  a  regiment  of  cuiras- 
siers ;  so  fierce  is  his  countenance,  with  a  great 
big  pair  of  mustachios,  a  whip  always  in  his 
hand,  a  cigar  in  his  moxith,  and  his  spurs 
ringing  as  he  walks. — You  do  not  know  Mon- 
sieur Tonayrion  ? — I  am  astonished  !" — 

'^  Is  he  young?'*  inquired  the  traveller,  with 
some  anxiety. 

"Thirty,  perhaps;  a  handsome  man  cer- 
tainly, and  so  haughty  withal !  You  had  better 
not  tread  on  his  foot,  or  look  at  him  once  too 
often." 

"  Does  he  reside  with  the  Colonel  V 

"  Pretty  nearly.  He  is  always  coming  h^re 
from  Paris;  and  no  doubt  will  take  up  his 
quarters  permanently  some  fine  day.^' 

"  Indeed  \"  rejoined  Servian,  in  some  sur- 
prise. 

"  What  if  he  did  V  observed  Madame  Ribois, 
"  the  Colonel]  is  getting  old,  and  if  Monsieur 
Tonayrion  should  marry  his  daughter,  as  all  the 
world  says  he  will,  why  should  they  not  live 
together  V* 

Servian  frowned  and  bit  his  lips. 
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During  this  colloquy  the  diligence  having 
started,  he  followed  it  with  his  eyes  some  time, 
as  if  he  regretted  having  left  it ;  and  then,  fell 
into  a  fit  of  musing. 

"  I  hope  you  remain  the  night  with  us  V 
said  the  hostess,  with  the  insinuating  smile  of 
speculative  hospitality.  But,  lost  in  reflection, 
he  made  no  reply. 

^^  It  is  near  eleven,'^  continued  Madame 
Ribois,  with  the  meekest  of  voices.  "You 
cannot  think  of  going  to  the  ColonePs  to- 
day ?  Half  a  league  off — dark  as  pitch — and 
going  through  the  forest,  you  may  meet  with 
curious  customers !  With  your  permission,  I 
will  have  your  bed  got  ready  directly.  You 
will  sup  of  course  before  you  go  to  bed  ?  — I  can 
give  you  some  famous  game.^^ 

"Thank  you,  Madame  Ribois,"  replied 
Servian,  roused  from  his  reverie,  by  the  over- 
powering civility  of  the  hostess.  "Another 
time  I  shall  be  happy  to  remain,  but  at  pre- 
sent I  am  unable." 

"  But  the  night  is  as  black  as  a  mole  ! — You 
will  certainly  miss  your  way." 
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*'  Thank  you  !  I  am  perfectly  acquainted  with 
it.  Take  care  of  my  baggage,  pray;  and  to- 
morrow, I  will  send  for  it." 

"  Do  not  take  that  trouble,  Monsieur  Ser- 
vian, we  will  send  it  over,"  said  the  hostess ; 
who,  in  spite  of  her  disappointment,  thought 
proper  to  be  civil  to  one  whom  she  knew  to  be  a 
liberal  customer. 

Our  traveller  now  quitted  the  road,  and 
struck  into  the  forest  by  a  footpath,  proceedmg 
at  a  smart  pace ;  and  though  in  the  most  pro- 
found obscurity,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  finding 
his  way. 

In  about  ten  minutes,  he  turned  to  the  left, 
striking  into  a  path  which  soon  took  him  to 
the  border  of  the  forest ;  where  a  narrow  road, 
skirted  by  a  fosse,  crowned  by  a  hedge,  served 
as  an  enclosure  to  the  park  of  Colonel  Her- 
belin. 

He  pursued  his  way  along  this  stony  road  till 
he  arrived  at  the  foot  of  a  lofty  tree,  the  bark 
of  which  he  minutely  examined  with  his  fingers. 
Having  found  the  cavity  he  sought,  our  travel- 
ler descended  into  the  fosse,  and  with  a  vigorous 
b3 
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jump  gained  the  summit  of  the  hither  bank, 
the  hedge  presenting  but  a  slight  impediment. 
With  the  suppleness  of  a  snake  he  slipped 
through  a  narrow  break,  (so  perfectly  was  he 
acquainted  with  the  locahty),  and  found  himself 
in  the  interior  of  the  park. 

This  spot,  so  familiar  to  Servian,  had  at- 
tained celebrity  in  the  country  from  a  tragical 
event  which  occurred  there  some  twenty-four 
years  before,  of  which  the  lapse  of  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century  had  not  effaced  the  remem- 
brance. 

During  the  invasion  of  1814,  a  Russian 
soldier,  billeted  upon  the  colonel,  having  com- 
mitted a  crime  for  which  the  punishment  of  the 
knout  was  considered  too  humane,  was  shot  ex- 
actly on  the  spot,  and  most  unceremoniously 
interred  there  like  a  dog.  An  elevation  of  the 
turf,  and  two  or  three  scars  in  the  trunk  of  the 
tree  at  the  foot  of  which  he  had  knelt,  were  now 
the  only  vestiges  of  this  bloody  execution. 

Far  from  presenting  a  mournful  aspect,  the 
Cossack's  grave,  covered  with  turf,  and  shaded 
by  a  majestic  tree,  seemed  to  present  an  invit- 
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ing  resting-place  to  the  weary  traveller ;  and  a 
Parisian    in  the    meridian   heat,    would  have 
greeted  this  inoffensive  tomb  with  satisfaction. 
Rustic  superstition,  however,  that  tenacious 
fog  which  the  enUghtenment  of  the  times  has 
not  succeeded  in  dissipating,  caused  most  of  the 
neighbouring   inhabitants   to  shun   the   place. 
According  to  popular  report,  more  than  once,  at 
the  approach  of  night,  the  weary  peasant  had 
suddenly  seen  the  defunct  Cossack  arise  before 
him,  with   a  gigantic    lance   over  his   shoul- 
der; and   though  bolder   minds   in   vain  per- 
sisted that  this  phantom  was  nothing  more  than 
one  of  the  poplars  adorning  the  hedge  of  Co- 
lonel Herbelin,  the  majority,  ever  favourable  to 
the  marvellous,  accepted  as  an  article  of  faith 
the  apparition  of  the  slaughtered  soldier.  Some 
pretended  they  had  seen  him  galloping  on  his 
horse,  as  swift  as  a  witch  flying  on  her  broom- 
stick to  her  Sabboth.      But  the  experienced  in 
such  affairs  rejected  this  version  of  the  story, 
as    men    only    are    entitled    to    the    honours 
of  ghosthood,  without  including  quadrupeds  in 
the   airy   distinction.      To   attempt  the   road 
leading  to  the  Cossack's  grave  after  nightfall, 


12  THE  COSSACK'S  GRAVE. 

was  an  act  of  temerity  which  few^  for  two 
leagues  round,  would  adventure  unless  from 
absolute  necessity. 

Hitherto,  in  spite  of  the  profound  ob- 
scurity, the  traveller  proceeded  with  a  self- 
possession  inducing  the  belief  that  he  was 
endowed  with  eyes  of  feline  capacity.  On  a 
sudden,  however,  his  powers  seemed  to  have 
abandoned  him ;  for  though  walking  with 
caution  on  account  of  the  numerous  stumps  of 
trees,  he  digressed  from  his  path,  and  came  in 
collision  with  the  plane-tree  in  question, 

^^  This  is  certainly  the  Cossack's  grave  !" — 
thought  he,  on  observing  the  scaly  nature  of  the 
bark,  and  the  convex  surface  of  the  turf,  "  I 
have  made  a  wrong  turn,  the  house  stands  more 
to  the  right.'' 

In  the  fear  of  further  error,  Servian  paused 
to  reflect  an  instant  to  make  sure  of  the  direc- 
tion ;  when,  at  the  moment  of  setting  off,  an 
incident  as  strange  as  unexpected  extricated 
him  from  all  doubt,  and  pointed  out  the  road 
he  ought  to  take. 

In  the  direction  in  which  he  expected  to  find 
the  path  leading  to  the  house,  he  suddenly  per- 
ceived, at  an  uncertain  distance,  a  glimmering 
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light,  whose  trembling  rays  penetrated  the  sur- 
rounding darkness,  without  shedding  sufficient 
light  for  its  dispersion.  This  beacon  approached 
by  fits  and  starts,  not  unlike  a  will-o'-the-wisp, 
such  as  misleads  the  wanderers  in  the  marshes. 
As  it  advanced  towards  Servian,  he  distin- 
guished some  indefinable  mass  which  the  mys- 
terious light  seemed  to  drag  after  it.  At  length 
he  could  plainly  distinguish  an  object  capable  of 
terrifying  any  man  whose  nerves  were  not  as 
firm  as  those  of  St.  Antide,  who  scourged  the 
devil  with  his  stirrup-leathers  every  time  his 
Satanic  majesty  presumed  to  tempt  him. 

At  sight  of  the  mysterious  being  advancing 
towards  him,  the  venerable  saint,  whose  name 
we  have  so  profanely  mixed  up  in  this  recital, 
would  doubtless  have  prepared  his  scourges  as 
for  the  Evil  One';  for  Satan  himself  could  not 
present  a  more  monstrous  appearance.  Mortal, 
spectre,  or  demon,  the  apparition  was  attired  in 
a  long  blood-coloured  robe,  the  uplifted  hood  of 
which  discovered  a  face  of  sepulchral  whiteness, 
compared  with  which  that  of  a  corpse  would 
have  appeared  fresh  and  healthy ;  and,  to  crown 
all,  the  phantom  held  a  mirror,  in  which  it  con- 
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templated  its  unearthly  face  by  the  aid  of  a 
dark  lantern. 

Lost  in  a  contemplation  that  seemed  to 
prove  self- admiration  a  frailty  of  ultramundane 
beings,  it  walked  on,  looking  neither  to  the 
right  or  left.  As  it  advanced,  the  nervous  agi- 
tation of  its  hands  became  visible,  as  if  ready 
to  let  fall  the  mirror  they  were  holding ;  while 
the  hideous  face  offered  so  lamentable  an  ex- 
pression, that  one  might  have  thought  the  re- 
flection as  much  a  source  of  terror  to  itself  as 
it  was  calculated  to  produce  upon  others. 

Less  alarmed  than  astonished  at  the  appear- 
ance of  this  strange  being,  Servian  remained 
behind  the  tree,  with  which  he  had  come  in 
contact,  waiting  in  mute  anxiety  the  sequel  of 
the  adventure.  The  apparition  came  straight 
towards  the  grave.  At  the  foot  of  the  plane- 
tree,  it  placed  the  lantern  upon  the  turf,  and 
tore  off  some  of  the  loose  shreds  of  bark  usually 
found  upon  trees  of  that  description ;  then  took 
up  the  lantern,  and  stood  motionless,  its  eyes 
wandering  vacantly  towards  the  Cossack's 
grave. 

After  a  moment's  silent  contemplation,  the 
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mouth  of  the  spectre  opened,  and  with  a  rat- 
ling voice,  as  if  impaired  by  the  sojourn  of  the 
tomb,  chaunted — 

*'  Requiem  aeternam  dona  eis." 

"  Domine — Et  lux  perpetua  luceat  eis  !'^  re- 
plied Servian,  in  a  sepulchral  voice.  Whereupon 
the  phantom  bounded  back  as  if  the  Cossack, 
suddenly  resuscitated,  had  answered  his  prayer 
with  a  thrust  of  his  lance ! — 

For  some  minutes,  he  trembled  so  that  the 
lantern  and  mirror  clattered  one  against  the 
other. — At  length,  the  sound  suddenly  ceased. 
The  spectre  had  fallen  senseless  at  the  feet 
of  Servian ! 


16  THE  COSSACK'S  GRAVE. 


CHAPTER  11. 

On  witnessing  the  downfall  of  the  phantom 
in  the  red  robe,  Servian  came  forth  from  his 
hiding-place,  and  picked  up  the  lantern  ;  which, 
in  spite  of  the  concussion,  still  remained  alight. 
Without  evincing  anything  beyond  curiosity, 
he  advanced  towards  the  mysterious  personage, 
who  still  lay  stretched  upon  the  grass;  and 
having  with  one  hand  touched  his  robe,  con- 
vinced himself  that,  in  spite  of  his  fantastic 
appearance,  he  was  really  flesh  and  blood. 
With  the  other  hand  he  now  threw  the  light 
of  the  lantern  upon  the  face  of  the  stranger ; 
whose  eyes  still  remained  closed,  while  his  wax- 
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like  face  retained  the  fixed  immobility  charac- 
terizing the  aspect  of  death. 

"The  ghost  has  fainted  !" — said  Servian.  '^  He 
was  not  prepared,  it  seems,  for  my  answer  to 
his  invocation.  I  wish  he  would  recover  his 
senses,  however ;  for  I  am  curious  to  know  if 
he  talks  as  well  as  he  sings.^' 

Finding  the  swoon  protracted,  Servian  re- 
called to  mind  that  a  stream  flowed  hard  by, 
forming  one  of  the  most  agreeable  features  of 
the  ColoneFs  park;  and  having  steeped  his 
handkerchief  in  it,  he  returned  with  the  utmost 
speed,  and  applied  the  refreshing  remedy  to  his 
face ;  when  the  stranger,  after  a  slight  shiver, 
opened  his  eyes,  and  tried  to  raise  himself  from 
the  earth. 

Servian  now  removed  the  handkerchief,  which, 
from  the  water  it  had  imbibed,  adhered  to  the 
face  of  the  phantom  :  when,  to  his  surprise,  he 
saw  that  the  supernatural  whiteness  had  partly 
disappeared,  leaving  only  a  few  white  spots ! 
Not  the  least  disconcerted,  Servian  proceeded 
to  rub  the  ghastly  face  with  the  saturated  hand- 
kerchief ;  when,  somewhat  revived,  the  stranger 
suddenly  rose,  and  flinging  off  his  red  hood, 
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exhibited  a  magnificent  head  of  hair,  whose 
curly  and  silky  locks  would  have  done  honour 
to  a  woman. 

"That  scape-grace  Felix!" — cried  Servian, 
again  throwing  the  light  of  the  lantern  on  the 
eyes  of  the  pretended  ghost,  whose  pale  and 
death-like  visage  was  now  transformed  into  that 
of  a  handsome  lad  of  eighteen. 

"  Et  lux  perpetua  luceat  eis/'  faintly  mur- 
mured the  young  man. 

*^  Are  you  grown  a  somnambulist  or  a  mad- 
man?" said  Servian,  remarking  the  terrified 
expression  of  his  nephew's  countenance. 

"  Luceat  eis !"  again  muttered  Felix  Cambier, 
looking  wildly  around  him,  and  imitating  the 
sepulchral  tone  of  his  uncle.  *^  The  dead  man 
has  spoken.  How  awful  is  this  darkness ! 
Oh  !  take  away  that  hateful  mirror,  that  I 
may  no  longer  behold  my  dreadful  face.  Shoot 
me  rather  than  the  Cossack.  My  head  ! — my 
head  ! — God   of    heaven  ! — I    am    losing  my 


senses 


In  saying  this,  Felix  pressed  his  forehead 
with  his  hands,  as  if  to  suppress  his  emotion  ; 
then  tottered,  as  if  relapsing  into  a  swoon. 
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Alarmed  by  this  incoherent  language,  and 
such  mad  gesticulations,  Servian  supported  him 
anxiously  in  his  arips,  and  with  the  affection  of 
a  mother  addressing  her  child,  said, 

*'  Come,  come  ! — compose  yourself,  my  good 
friend.  All  this  is  but  a  jest !  Cheer  up  !  Ex- 
plain the  meaning  of  your  strange  costume ! 
But  first  look  me  in  the  face  !" — 

Young  Cambier  half  opened  his  eyes,  but 
quickly  closed  them  again,  as  if  overcome  by 
terror. 

"  Do  you  not  know  me  V  continued  Ser- 
vian.    "  Do  you  see  that  it  is  your  uncle  ?" 

'^Cossack — mirror  —  lux  perpetual''  stam- 
mered Felix,  grinding  his  teeth. 

'^  I  vow  to  Heaven  you  tremble  as  if  you  had 
the  ague,"  cried  the  middle-aged  man,  laughing. 
'^  What !  a  fine  gentleman — a  bachelor  of  arts 
— a  warrior  ready  for  St.  Cyr,  tremble  like  a 
little  girl  at  a  nursery-tale  of  giants  and  ogres  ? 
Whose  blood  is  flowing  in  your  veins,  my  dear 
nephew — and  what  means  this  cowardice  ?" 

The  word  cowardice  electrified  the  future 
officer,  who  immediately  stood  firm.  After 
staring  wildly  around  him,  as  if  waking  from  a 
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dream,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Servian,  who 
was  stooping  to  pick  up  the  lantern  and  mirror. 

"  Monsieur  Tonayrion/^  said  he,  in  an  angry 
tone,  "  you  may  think  the  j  oke  diverting,  but  I 
am  of  a  different  opinion.  And  if  you  presume 
to  call  me  a  coward,  I  am  equally  prepared  to 
consider  you  an  insolent  fool !" 

"  Bravo,  Felix  !"  replied  Servian.  "  My  Cid 
is  himself  again  !  Lucky  for  you  that  I  am  not 
Monsieur  Tonayrion,  or  we  might  have  passed 
an  awkward  quarter  of  an  hour  together." 

"  How,  my  dear  uncle  !"  exclaimed  the  young 
man,  in  amazement.     "  Is  it  indeed  you  ?" 

"  No  other,  I  can  promise  you,  though  I  put 
you  into  such  a  deuce  of  a  fright  just  now  !" 

'^A  fright? — You  do  not  surely  think  me 
such  a  child  \P — said  Felix,  blushing  to  the 
ears. 

"Why  deny  it,  my  dear  fellow?  Greater 
heroes  than  you  will  ever  be,  have  not  been 
exempt  from  such  weakness.  It  is  only  bullies 
who  pretend  never  to  be  afraid.  But  now  you 
are  recovered  from  your  panic,  prythee  explain 
to  me  the  meaning  of  the  strange  scene  you 
have  been  playing  ?     Is  it  the  effect  of  som- 
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nambulism — or  for  a  bet — or  has  there  been 
a  masked  ball  at  the  Colonel's  ?" — 

Cambier,  who  meanwhile  had  been  rallying 
his  spirits,  now  observed,  with  a  look  of  intense 
anxiety, 

"  Dear  uncle,  you  have  ever  had  a  more  than 
paternal  affection  for  me,  and  I  am  sure  would 
not  give  me  unnecessary  pain." 

"  Not  I,  my  boy  ! — "  replied  Servian,  kindly. 

^'  Well,  then,  give  me  your  word  of  honour 
that  you  will  never  mention  to  a  living  soul  the 
scene  of  which  you  have  just  been  witness  ? — 
Should  you  refuse  my  request,  you  know  not  of 
what  I  am  capable." 

"  I  don't  much  care  to  know,  unless  it  were 
the  action  of  a  reasonable  being." 

^^  Reasonable  or  not,  I  would  shoot  myself 
were  the  thing  to  transpire  !'' — 

"And  why,  pray?"  demanded  his  uncle, 
coolly. 

"  You  ask  me  whi/  ?  Because  I  am  unworthy 
to  live  !  — Because  at  my  age,  I  have  no  more 
courage  than  a  calf ! — I  am  a  coward — a  poor, 
puny,  miserable  child !"  exclaimed  Felix,  and 
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tears  burst  from  his  eyes  in  attestation  of  the 
word. 

"Come,  come, — dry  your  tears,  my  fine 
fellow  !^' — said  his  uncle.  ''  I  promise  you  your 
reputation  shall  not  suffer." 

^'  If  Madame  de  Caussade  knew  that  I  had 
been  overcome  by  fear,  dear  uncle,"  persisted 
Felix,  "  she  would  laugh  at  me  from  morning 
till  night ;  and  I  had  as  soon  receive  a  ball  in 
the  head,  as  be  laughed  at  by  her^ 

The  countenance  of  Servian  fell  at  this  de- 
claration. 

"  You  hold  much  then  to  the  opinion  of 
Madame  de  Caussade  ?"  said  he,  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  his  nephew. 

"  How  can  I  do  otherwise  !  She  is  so  clever 
— so  handsome — so  witty — so  charming,  and 
when  she  smiles,  so  irresistible  !  her  large  dark 
eyes — her  dazzling  teeth — her  animated  and 
noble  deportment" — 

"That  Madame  de  Caussade  is  an  amiable 
person,  I  have  long  known,"  interrupted  Ser- 
vian. "  But  a  truce  to  all  this  rhodomontade. 
We  had  better  proceed  to  the  house  :   for  you 
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are  as  little  inclined  as  I  am,  I  should  imagine, 
to  sleep  in  the  Cossack's  Grave.  On  our  way, 
you  must  explain  why  I  meet  you  in  such  a 
costume,  at  such  an  hour." 

"  Between  music  and  whist,  they  keep 
late  hours  at  the  ColoneFs,"  said  Fehx, 
moving  forwards  beside  his  uncle.  "  This 
evening,  the  conversation  turned  on  ghosts ; 
and  the  Colonel  amused  himself  by  relating  an 
adventure  that  happened  to  him  in  a  church- 
yard in  Germany.  Monsieur  Tonayrion,  a 
first-rate  dandy,  whom  I  detest  for  his  inso- 
lent aflfectation,  also  professed  to  have  figured  in 
several  similar  adventures,  each  more  marvel-* 
lous  than  the  other.  I  alone,  having  an  in- 
fertile imagination,  had  nothing  to  relate. 
But  not  choosing  to  seem  overpowered  by  the 
fantastical  prowess  of  Monsieur  Tonayrion,  I 
took  the  liberty  of  turning  all  he  related  into 
ridicule ;  whereupon,  they  defied  me  to  prove 
the  truth  of  my  incredulity.  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade,  eyeing  me  with  the  malicious  smile  I  so 
much  dread,  seemed  more  than  the  others  to 
doubt  my  firmness,  and  desired  to  put  it  to 
the  test.  Under  such  circumstances,  uncle, 
had  I  been  required  to  stand  before  a  battery 
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of  grape-shot,  I  should  have  accepted  the 
challenge !" — 

"  What  challenge  V — demanded  Servian. 

"That,  clad  in  the  red  robe  you  saw  just 
now — ""^ 

"  Where  on  earth  did  you  find  such  a  con- 
cern?" interrupted  Servian. 

"  It  is  a  new-fashioned  dressing  -  gown, 
which  I  bought  at  Paris,  a  month  ago,"  replied 
Felix,  mortified  at  his  uncle's  want  of  taste. 
'^  It  was  decided,  I  say,  that,  attired  in  the 
dressing-gown,  which,  when  the  hood  is  up,  is 
really  formidable,  with  my  face  whitened,  a 
lantern  in  one  hand,  and  a  mirror  in  the  other, 
I  should  cross  the  park  (which  is  at  least  a 
quarter  of  a  league  in  width),  in  order  to  sing 
a  verse  of  the  requiem  at  the  Cossack's 
Grave  ! — To  attest  the  accomplishment  of  my 
feat,  I  was  to  bring  back  a  strip  of  bark  from 
the  plane-tree  over  the  grave.'' 

"  And  pray  was  it  Madame  Caussade  who 
originated  this  ridiculous  feat  ? " — demanded 
Servian,  with  some  indignation. 

"  Not  her  alone.  The  Colonel  and  Monsieur 
Tonayrion  proposed  that  I  should  make  myself 
as  hideous  as  possible.     All  being  prepared,  I 
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started  ;  and  at  first  everything  went  well.  I 
heard  the  hearty  laugh  of  the  Colonel,  the  ma- 
licious inuendos  of  Madame  de  Caussade;  and  on 
seeing  my  mealy  face  in  the  glass,  even  I  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  laughing.  But  as  I  pro- 
ceeded across  the  park,  the  merriment  in  the 
drawing-room  became  less  and  less  distinct. 
At  length,  I  heard  nothing  more ;  I  found  my- 
self alone  in  the  midst  of  profound  silence  and 
obscurity.  In  vain  did  my  ear  solicit  a  sound. 
Not  a  breath, — not  the  hooting  of  an  owl — or 
the  fall  of  a  dead  leaf ! — All  was  lifeless  as  the 
tomb ! — In  spite  of  myself,  I  was  overawed  by 
the  stillness  and  darkness  of  the  night.  Ashamed 
of  such  weakness,  I  tried  to  renew  my  mirth  at 
my  absurd  appearance,  which  I  saw  reflected  in 
the  infernal  mirror.  But  instead  of  a  smile,  it 
sent  me  back  the  grin  of  a  demon  !  On  a  sud- 
den, a  kind  of  vertigo  seized  me.  All  the 
ghost  stories  I  ever  read  in  my  infancy,  rushed 
into  my  mind,  to  say  nothing  of  the  petrifying 
fictions  of  Mrs.  RadclifFe.  The  supernatural 
apparitions  of  which  I  had  formerly  scoffed  at 
the  recital,  now  lost  their  improbability,  as  my 
head  became  more  excited  ;  and  forgetting  that 
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it  was  a  mere  bet^  a  joke,  a  notlimg,  I  con- 
ceived myself  the  subject  of  some  preternatural 
temptation.  My  horrible  face,  from  which  by 
some  diabolical  spell  I  could  not  turn  my  eyes, 
became  every  minute  more  terrible.  Doubt- 
less, my  involuntary  emotion  distorted  my 
physiognomy.  Half  senseless,  I  pursued  my 
way,  urged  on  by  some  power  independent  of 
my  will.  The  spectre  in  the  mirror,  which 
seemed  retiring  before  me,  dragged  me  onwards 
in  spite  of  my  efforts  to  extricate  myself  from 
his  grasp ! 

"On  arriving  at  the  Cossack's  Grave,  I  me- 
chanically accomplished  what  I  had  under- 
taken ;  tore  off  the  bark  of  the  tree,  roared 
aloud  the  requiem,  as  I  well  remember ; 
when  lo  !  another  voice  replied  to  mine,  anni- 
hilating the  'Jittle  sense  I  had  left.  Must  I 
confess  my  weakness?  I  thought  I  had  com- 
mitted a  sacrilege,  and  that  the  Cossack  was 
bursting  from  his  grave  to  reprove  me  ! — My 
head  failed  me — I  remember  nothing  more." — 

Servian,  while  listening  to  his  nephew  seemed 
absorbed  in  thought. 

"  Still  the  same  wild,  headstrong  creature  !'^ 
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said  he,  speaking  in  an  tinder  tone, — "imperious, 
thoughtless,  acknowledging  no  law  but  that  of 
her  own  good  will  and  pleasure! — Like  the 
savages,  she  cuts  down  the  tree  to  obtain  the 
fruit.     It  is  a  pity  !" — 

Both  were  now  silent;  when  suddenly,  a 
light  was  seen  advancing  towards  them  from  the 
end  of  the  avenue. 

"Another  ghost?" — said  Servian,  recovering 
from  his  reverie. 

"  They  are  looking  for  me,^'  replied  Cambier ; 
"they  think,  perhaps,  I  am  absent  too  long, 
and  suppose  that  I  was  unable  to  accomplisk 
my  feat.    Uncle,  remember  your  promise  V 

^'  Make  yourself  easy.  Should  I  be  ques- 
tioned, what  must  I  say  of  your  valour  ? " — 

"  Laugh  at  me  when  alone  as  much  as  you 
please,"  said  Felix  urgently,  "but  before  her 
not  a  word  or  a  look,  I  conjure  you  !" 

"  Before  her !  The  young  gentleman  is 
particular,^'  thought  Servain,  considerably  ir- 
ritated by  his  nephew^s  pretensions.  "  She  has 
bewitched  him  ;  but  it  is  not  for  me  to  interfere ; 
folly  is  more  pardonable  at  his  age  than  at 
mine !" 

c  2 
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The  light  had  now  approached,  and  an  advanc- 
ing group  became  perceptil^le,  at  the  head  of 
which  was  a  servant  holding  a  lantern.  Behind 
him,  marched  Colonel  Herbelin,  with  a  military 
gait,  like  an  officer  going  his  rounds.  In  the 
same  line  was  Madame  de  Caussade,  enveloped 
in  a  shawl,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  Monsieur 
Tonayrion;  who,  from  her  audible  bursts  of 
laughter  was  evidently  affording  amusement  to 
his  lively  companion. 

^'  Halt !— Who  goes  there  ?'"— cried  the  Co- 
lonel, with  a  stentorian  voice,  when  the  oppo- 
site group  was  within  hearing. 

^*  Two  ghosts  of  the  first  magnitude!'^ — re^ 
plied  Servian,  imitating  his  shout. 

"  My  friend  Servian,  or  I  am  much  mis- 
taken,"  replied  Colonel  Herbelin  j  and  when,  by 
the  united  light  of  the  lanterns,  he  had  recon- 
noitred the  party,  he  shook  the  new  comer  cor- 
dially by  the  hand.  Servian  returned  the 
greeting,  and  bowed  profoundly  to  Madame  de 
Caussade,  who  slightly  blushed ;  and  then  ex- 
changed a  slight  bow  with  Monsieur  Tonay- 
rion. 

'^Who  the    devil   would    have    thought   of 
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meeting  you  here  this  evening?" — cried  the 
Colonel.  "  I  made  sure  you  were  in  Italy  ! 
Well!  I  trust  your  travels  are  at  an  end? 
You  have  been  on  the  road  for  the  last  year  ! 
But  we  will  talk  of  that  presently ;  we  must 
now  pay  our  respects  to  the  phantom,  Felix  ! 
Approach/' 

Young  Cambier  obeyed,  and  with  a  military 
salute  presented  the  bark  of  the  tree. 

''Bravo, young  France  !"— cried  the  Colonel. 
"  I  was  sure  he  would  come  out  of  it  with 
credit.'* 

"Is  it  really  the  bark  of  the  plane-tree  ?J' 
demanded  Madame  de  Caussade,  aflfecting  incre^ 
dulity. 

Felix  was  inexpressibly  offended. 

"Well,  don't  be  angry  !"— replied  the  young 
widow.  "  I  believe  in  the  full  and  entire  accom- 
plishment of  your  feat ;  but  confess  you  were 
in  a  horrible  fright  ?" — 

"You  cannot,  surely,  madam,  speak  from 
your  heart  ?" 

"Nay,  at  this  very  moment  you  are  blush- 
ing !" — said  she,  sarcastically. 
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"  Blushing,  madam  ?^'  said  the  youth,  the 
colour  of  whose  face  vied  with  the  colour  of 
his  dressing-gown. 

"To  get  rid  of  the  white  from  my  face,  I 
had  recourse  to  such  violent  friction  that  my — 
but  I  refer  you  for  fuller  particulars  to  my 
uncle." 

Servian  replied  by  a  malicious  nod  to  the 
supplicating  looks  of  his  nephew ;  then,  assum- 
ing the  gravity  of  a  witness  before  a  judge,  bore 
evidence  to  the  courage  displayed  by  Felix  in 
his  ghostly  character. 

*^  Few  people  ever  gained  their  spurs  more 
Intrepidly,^^  said  he. 

^^  Since  Monsieur  Servian  answers  for  the 
courage  of  his  nephew,  we  can  no  longer  doubt 
it,"  replied  Madame de  Caussade,  "for  in  feats 
of  prowess  Monsieur  Servian^s  opinion  is  alaw.'^ 

These  words  were  so  sneeringly  pronounced 
as  to  be  calculated  to  give  serious  offence.  Ser- 
vian merely  smiled. 

'^  You  flatter  me,  madam  !'^ — replied  he,  with 
a  quiet  irony, — "  I  cannot  seriously  accept  such 
praise.     Far  from  boasting  of  my  intrepidity,  I 
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confess  that,  upon  seeing  Felix,  I  was  on  the 
point  of  retreating.'' 

^^  You  took  him,  perhaps,  for  a  highway- 
man ?" — said  Madame  de  Caussade,  accenting 
the  word  with  marked  affectation,  as  if  alluding 
to  some  circumstance  known  to  Servian  alone. 

"  Highwaymen  are  not  of  every  day  occur- 
rence," said  he,  with  an  expression  somewhat 
displeasing  to  Madame  de  Caussade — for  she  in- 
stantly took  the  arm  of  Monsieur  Tonayrion 
and  returned  to  the  house. 

It  was  midnight  before  they  reached  home. 
The  Colonel  gave  the  signal  to  retire,  by  lighting 
his  bed  candle.  Servian  advanced  to  Madame 
de  Caussade,  who  was  shutting  her  piano. 

"  I  beg  you  to  believe,  madam,"  said  he  in  an 
agitated  but  grave  tone  of  voice,  "  that  it  was 
not  in  the  hope  of  meeting  you  I  came  hither  ! 
Should  my  presence  be  distasteful  to  you,  say 
the  word,  and  I  will  leave  the  house." 

"I  am  my  father's  guest;  I  am  not  at 
home,"  replied  Madame  Caussade  with  indiffer- 
ence. "  Here  I  issue  no  commands.  It  is  for 
you,  sir,  to  judge  of  the  propriety  of  your 
visit." 
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And  having  terminated  the  dialogue  by  a 
stiff  bow,  she  wished  her  father  and  the  guests 
good  night,  and  left  the  drawing  room,  which 
was  soon  afterwards  empty. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

ISText  day,  before  the  bell  had  summoned 
the  party  to  breakfast,  Monsieur  Herbe- 
lin,  whom  the  weather  had  prevented  frdm 
taking  his  usual  walk  in  the  park,  appeased  his 
impatience  by  the  enjoyment  of  a  meerschaum 
in  his  bedchamber;  a  knock  at  the  door  of 
which  interrupted  his  agreeable  occupation. 

The  Colonel,  caught  in  the  act  of  playing 
truant,  without  giving  himself  time  to  extin- 
guish his  pipe,  threw  it  into  a  bureau  and 
opened  the  door,  when  his  daughter  entered,  in 
a  coquettish  morning  dress. 

^^  I  was  sure  of  it !" — said  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade,  opening  the  window,  to  allow  the  escape  of 
c3 
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the  pungent  cloud.  ''  Will  you  never  correct 
yourself,  my  dear  papa,  of  this  odious  habit  ? 
— I  shall  put  you  under  arrest." — - 

"  For  smoking  a  poor  little  cigar  ?'^ — replied 
the  Colonel,  with  the  kind  submission  manifested 
by  a  parent  to  a  spoiled  child. 

"  A  cigar  !  Do  you  think  I  do  not  recognise 
that  horrible  corporal's  twist  ? — Is  not  that  the 
name  of  your  favourite  poison  ? — But  have  a 
care,  papa !  If  ever  I  lay  my  hands  upon  your 
pipe !" 

By  an  adroit  movement,  the  Colonel  snatched 
from  the  bureau  the  subject  of  offence. 

"  Come,  come,  Estelle  !  don't  scold,"  said  he, 
in  a  coaxing  voice.  "  For  the  future  I  will 
only  smoke  the  cigars  of  your  friend  Tonayrion ; 
so  relieve  me  from  my  arrest,  and  give  me  a 
kiss.'' 

^^  I  will  kiss  you  when  you  leave  off  smok- 
ing," pertinaciously  replied  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade. 

"  As  you  like,  fair  lady,"  said  the  Colonel^ 
affecting  to  be  angry.  "  But  you  had  surely  some 
better  motive  than  to  sermonise  me  for  this 
early  visit  ?" 
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"  I  come/'  replied  Estelle,  her  animated  face 
assuming  a  serious  air, "  to  bid  you  adieu  1" 

"What  do  you  mean?" — cried  HerbeUn,  in 
utter  amazement. 

Madame  de  Caussade  seated  herself  next  to 
her  father ;  and  at  this  prelude  announcing  confi- 
dential conversation,  the  latter  in  his  turn  ])e_ 
came  serious,  and  awaited  in  silence  the  com- 
munication of  his  charming  daughter. 

"  Dear  father  P'  said  Estelle,  "grant  me  five 
minutes'  attention.  Eighteen  months  ago,  when 
I  became  a  widow,  a  friend  of  yours — a  friend 
of  my  husband,  solicited  my  hand  in  mar- 
riage." * 

"  Without  my  knowledge  ?*' — abruptly  ob- 
served the  Colonel. 

"  He  probably  thought  that  my  consent 
might  be  the  more  difficult  to  obtain  of  the 
two,  and  therefore  addressed  me  first.  This 
proposition,  eligible  in  many  points  of  view,  I 
refused  for  a  single  reason,  which,  in  my  eyes 
was  peremptory.  To  tolerate  the  assiduities  of 
a  man  I  did  not  esteem,  would  have  been  un- 
pardonable :  and  I  might,  with  justice,  have 
been  called  a  flirt.     The  person  to  whom  I  al- 
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lude  was  therefore  compelled  to  submit  to  my 
determination  to  receive  him  no  more.  On 
pretence  of  a  long  journey,  he  quitted  us,  and 
I  have  not  seen  him  this  year  past ;  when,  to 
my  astonishment,  a  chance  which  I  must  ima- 
gine to  be  partly  preconcerted,  brings  us  to- 
gether again  !  Be  it  as  it  may,  I  disapprove  the 
arrangement,  and  have  decided  to  take  some 
step  as  speedily  as  possible,  which  need  not 
interfere  with  your  wishes  or  arrangements ;  for 
T  cannot  think  of  depriving  you  of  the  society 
of  an  old  friend.  I  will  therefore  take  my  de- 
parture, and  shall  start  this  day  for  Paris.  I 
will  return  as  soon  as  his  visit  is  terminated ; 
which  I  hope  he  will  have  the  good  taste  to 
make  as  brief  as  possible.'' 

"  Are  you  alluding  then  to  Servian }" — de- 
manded the  Colonel,  in  utter  astonishment. 

"Precisely,"  replied  Estelle,  with  cold  ac- 
quiescence, *^  to  your  friend  Servian." 

Her  father  rose  abruptly,  paced  hastily  up 
and  down  the  room,  then  suddenly  stood  before 
his  daughter. 

"  My  friend  Servian  did  you  the  honour  of 
asking  you  in  marriage,  and  you  refused  him  V 
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cried  he.  "  Were  I  sure  of  it,  I  would  disin- 
herit you!" 

*'  As  you  please,  for  it  is  the  truth/'  replied 
Estelle,  venturing  to  confront  the  indignation  of 
the  Colonel. 

"  What  is  your  objection  to  him  ? — Rich, 
well-born,  able,  good, — he  has  every  advantage 
a  man  can  boast  of!'* 

"  Certainly." 

"  Is  it  his  age  ? — Do  you  think  him  too  old 
for  you  ?" — 

"  He  is  not  forty,  and  I  am  twenty-seven,— 
no  great  disproportion." 

"  His  person,  perhaps,  is  displeasing  to 
your- 

'*  No  !  on  the  contrary,  I  rather  admire  him, 
and  he  has  excellent  manners." 

^^  You  must  allow  him  to  be  clever  ?" — 

*'  A  man  of  excellent  judgment,  knowledge, 
and  experience." 

"  And  still  you  refuse  him  ! — Why,  what  the 
devil  more  would  you  have  ?" — 

"  A  mere  trifle  I"  said  Estelle,  with  a  smile 
of  scorn  on  her  lips. 
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"  Shells  and  grapnel !"  exclaimed  the  Colonel 
(using  the  only  oath  allowed  him  by  his 
daughter).  "  Explain  yourself — I  am  out  of 
patience  !'^ 

Madame  de  Caussade  brought  her  chair  near 
to  her  father,  and  said  in  a  low  tone,  as  if  fearing 
to  be  overheard^ — 

^'Your  friend  Servian  has  one  deficiency, 
he  is  a — coward  !" — 

*^^A  coward  ?'' — exclaimed  Herbelin,  indignant 
as  though  the  stigma  had  been  addressed  to 
himself.  '*  Estelle  !  as  my  child — my  spoiled 
child, — you  are  allowed  to  say  every  thing  that 
comes  uppermost.  But  this  is  too  much ! — 
Servian  a  coward  V 

'^  Yes  ! — an  absolute  coward  !"  said  Estelle, 
not  the  least  confused  by  the  anger  of  her 
father.  "  Listen  to  me  for  two  minutes,  and  I 
will  prove  it  to  you." 

"I  am  listening,'*  said  the  Colonel,  angrily. 

'^  About  six  months  before  the  death  of 
Monsieur  de  Caussade,  the  physicians,  as  a  last 
resource,  sent  him  to  the  baths  of  Vichy ; 
and  Monsieur  Servian,  as  the  intimate  friend 
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of  my  husband,  made  the  journey  with  us  on 
pretext  of  business  at  Lyons.  Between  Nevers 
and  Mouhns — " 

"  I  know  now  what  you  are  about  to  relate/' 
said  Herbehn.  ''  A  bit  of  romance  !— attacked 
by  thieves— I  know  all  that  V 

"  Yes,  but  what  you  do  not  know  is  the  bril- 
liant conduct  of  Monsieur  Servian  in  the  affair. 
We  were  in  the  front  of  the  carriage,  when 
about  midnight,  a  sudden  noise  was  heard. 
The  carriage  stopped,  the  door  opened,  and  se- 
veral men  in  smock-frocks  and  masks  ordered 
us  to  get  out.  I,  as  a  woman,  my  husband  as 
old  and  weak,  complied  with  the  order.  But 
Monsieur  Servian,  in  the  vigour  of  age  ! — Mon- 
sieur Servian  a  man, — a  gentleman,  coolly 
obeyed — simply  recommending  the  robbers  to 
do  us  no  harm  !— A  most  delicate  and  gallant 
attention,  was  it  not  ?" — 

"  Were  the  robbers  armed  ?"  observed  the 
Colonel,  anxious  to  justify  his  friend. 

"  What  signifies  whether  they  were  or  not !" 

'*  What  signifies  ? — Upon  my  word  you  go 
on  at  a  pretty  rate  !  Why,  Servian  had  pro- 
bably no  arms!" — 
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"  There  were  loaded  pistols  in  the  carriage- 
pocket,  which  he  allowed  the  gentlemen  to 
seize,  instead  of  breaking  their  heads  \" 

''  Listen  to  me,  dear  Estelle  !  There  is  much 
to  say  upon  the  conduct  of  Servian  on  this  oc- 
casion, and  were  you  not  prejudiced  against 
him,  I  am  convinced  you  would  view  the  thing 
differently.  You  should  learn  to  distinguish 
between  courage  and  foolhardiness.  It  is  not 
everybody  who  chooses  to  encounter,  single- 
handed,  a  troop  of  armed  banditti !  One  must 
take  into  account  the  surprise.  Had  I,  who 
went  with  honour  through  the  campaigns  of 
the  empire,  been  in  the  position  of  Servian,  I 
should  probably  have  acted  as  he  did/^ 

^' You  ?  dear  father!"  exclaimed  Estelle, 
fixing  her  sparkling  eyes  upon  her  father.  "  If 
you  had  been  there,  you  would  have  seized  one 
pistol  with  the  right-hand  and  another  with  the 
left !  Methinks  I  see  you  now  !  You  would  have 
blown  out  their  brains  at  once,  and  ordered  the 
post-boys  to  gallop  on/^ 

"  It  is  just  possible  that  I  might  have  been 
rash  enough,"  replied  the  Colonel,  with  an 
evident  smile  of  satisfaction.      ^*  But  remember. 
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/  am  more  accustomed  to  the  smell  of  powder 
than  Servian.    His  shots  have  only  been  — " 

"  Plead  his  cause  no  further^— my  opinion  is 
unalterable/'  interrupted  Estelle.  ^^  I  will  not 
conceal  from  you  that  before  this  ridiculous 
adventure  I  admired  him.  His  manners^  wit, 
and  conversation  pleased  me.  On  becoming  a 
widow,  I  might,  perhaps,  have  loved  him. 
But  what  sentiment  could  resist  a  trial  of  such 
a  nature  ?  Never  could  I  respect  a  man  who 
did  not  inspire  me  with  that  confidence  and 
esteem  which  form  the  basis  of  marital  supre- 
macy." 

*^But  your  late  husband  was  not  precisely 
an  Achilles  ?" — said  the  Colonel. 

'^  What  does  a  little  girl  of  sixteen  think  of 
such  things  V  said  the  young  widow,  laughing. 
"  Now  that  I  am  a  reasonable  woman,  I  am 
become  more  exacting.  The  first  time,  you 
provided  me  with  a  husband;  now  with  your 
consent,  I  shall  choose  for  myself,  dear  papa," 
said  Estelle,  trying  by  a  thousand  endearments 
to  appease  her  father. 

^^  You  are  well  aware,  wayward  child,  that  I 
shall  never  control  your   choice.     Your   mar* 
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riage  with  Servian  would  please  me^  for  I  think 
him  an  honest  man,  and  one  who  would  make 
you  happy.  But  since  he  does  not  suit  you, 
we  will  drop  the  subject.  As  to  your  idea  of 
going  to  Paris,  I  really  cannot  agree  to  it. 
Servian,  who  is  quick-sighted,  will  perceive 
that  his  presence  is  importunate,  and  cannot 
fail  to  hurry  away.  All  I  ask  of  you  is  to  be 
courteous  during  his  short  stay  here.  Brave 
or  not,  remember  he  is  your  father's  friend  and 
guest!"— 

"  Well,  well  I  for  two  days  I  promise  to  be 
on  my  good  behaviour.  But  should  he  be  rash 
enough  to  remain  longer,  I  warn  you,  I  give  up 
the  field.  Now  that  we  are  agreed,'^  she  con- 
tinued, with  one  of  her  most  insinuating  smiles, 
"  promise  me  to  discard  your  nasty  pipe ! 
Monsieur  Tonayrion  shall  give  you  some 
cigars,  and  I,  a  kiss  to  reconcile  you  to 
them." 

The  Colonel  took  her  beautiful  head  between 
his  hands,  and  kissed  her  forehead  and  eyes  with 
fatherly  fondness. 

"  I  have  something  else  to  ask  you,"  said 
Herbelin,  cunningly.     ^*  Since   this  is  to  be  a 


THE  COSSACK^S  GRAVE.  43 

day  of  confession,  let  us  have  a  general  one. 
Be  frank ! — Do  you  like  this  Monsieur  Tonay- 
rion  ?'' 

^^  Monsieur  Tonayrion  V  said  Estelle,  laugh- 
ing heartily,  "  then  your  eyes  have  not  been 
shut  quite  so  close  as  I  imagined." 

"  My  eyes  ? — no,  no  ! — though  my  ears  were 
frozen  in  Russia,  my  eyes,  thank  Heaven,  are 
excellent !  What  attraction  can  he  find  here, 
except  the  desire  of  pleasing  you  ?*" — 

"  The  hope,  if  you  please/'  replied  Estelle. 

''  Oh  !   you  allow  him  to  hope,  do  you  ?" 

"  Do  men  need  permission  on  such  points  }" 
said  Estelle.  ^^  1  usually  find  them  presump- 
tuous enough  .^^ 

^'  He,  especially,'^ — said  the  Colonel. 

"  Not  more  so  than  the  rest ;  only  he  has 
the  merit  of  being  frank  withal.  Besides,  he 
has  the  art  of  persuading  others  to  the  good 
opinion  he  holds  of  himself." 

^^  You  think  so,  eh?"— 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  Ail  this  means,  in  short,  that  you  are  in  love 
with  Monsieur  Tonayrion !" — cried  the  Colonel, 
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examining  his  daughter  with  the  most  scruti- 
nizing look. 

"Not  yet,  dear  father,"  she  rephed.  "We 
have  not  got  quite  so  far.  But  should  my 
inclinations  take  such  a  turn,  have  I  your  ap- 
probation ?'' 

"  I  am  sorry  you  have  deferred  the  commu- 
nication so  long/'  said  Colonel  HerbeHn,  "  or 
I  would  have  made  official  inquiries  respecting 
him,  before  we  admitted  him  here  on  terms 
of  intimacy .^^ 

"But  you  surely  know  him  sufficiently?'* 

"  I  know  his  person  and  temper,  to  neither 
of  jvhich  I  can  offer  objections.  He  is  a 
good-looking  fellow,  well  calculated  to  please  a 
woman ;  and  though  a  bit  of  a  coxcomb,  one 
can  live  with  him  without  quarrelling.  Of  his 
position  in  the  world  I  am  ignorant  ;  but  I 
know  he  belongs  to  no  profession." 

"  In  the  great  world,  a  profession  is  not  in- 
dispensable.    Monsieur  Servian  has  none." 

"  No ;  but  he  has  a  good  and  unencumbered 
property.  T  wish  Monsieur  Tonayrion  may  be 
able  to  say  the  same." 
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"Listen  to  me,  dear[good  papa,* 'cried  Madame 
de  Caussade,  caressing  her  father.  "  Above  all, 
be  not  angry  with  me  for  my  frankness  ;  in  a 
case  where  my  happiness  is  at  stake,  be  not 
swayed  by  minor  considerations  of  interest. 
When  I  married  Monsieur  de  Caussade,  your 
sole  thought  was  my  fortune.  To-day,  let  me 
consider  my  peace  of  mind.  I  know  not  whether 
Monsieur  Tonayrion  be  rich  or  poor,  but 
with  my  mother's  fortune  and  my  jointure,  am 
I  not  sufficiently  well  off  V 

"  And  my  fortune — why  not  add  it  to  the 
account  ?  —Do  you  take  me  for  a  Methuse- 
lah ?" 

"Well  then,"  replied  Estelle  tenderly, 
^^  surely  I  need  not  be  influenced  by  interested 
motives  in  the  choice  of  the  man  I  am  to 
marry.  My  position  is  already  sufficient.  If 
he  be  rich,  so  much  the  better ;  if  not,  I  am 
rich  enough.  In  my  estimation.  Monsieur  To- 
nayrion possesses  qualities  preferable  to  all  the 
treasures  of  the  world.  He  has  possibly  fewer 
acquirements  than  Monsieur  Ser\'ian ;  but 
he    has  one   merit  which  affords  ample  com- 
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pensation    for   all    other    deficiencies : — he    is 
brave ! " 

"  How  do  you  know  ?"  cried  the  Colonel. 
"  Because  he  wears  long  spurs,  and  longer 
mustachios  ?'* 

"  Not  exactly,  papa/^  replied  Estelle,  some- 
what mortified. 

"  For  my  part,  I  detest  a  civilian  to  assume 
the  airs  and  bearing  of  an  old  campaigner/' 
said  her  father.  '^  Such  is  my  prejudice  of  the 
old  imperial  guard/' 

"Since  you  admit  it  to  be  a  prejudice,  I 
cannot  be  ofi'ended.  Monsieur  Tonayrion's 
only'  fault  in  my  estimation,^^  added  Estelle, 
smiling,  ^^  is  to  have  been  too  late  in  the  field. 
Twenty  years  sooner,  and  he  would  have  been 
a  soldier.  His  real  vocation  is  for  a  military 
life.  He  has  told  me  so  a  hundred  times.  He 
would  then  have  served  like  you, — perhaps 
under  you. — Who  knows, — perhaps  he  would 
have  had  the  cross,  and  been  a  colonel  at 
five-and  twenty." — 

"  Gently,  gently,*'  cried  Herbelin,  "  I  was 
named  colonel  at  forty-two,  and  with  due  respect 
to  Monsieur  Tonavrion — " 
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"  Doubtless  you  are  right,  dear  papa.  I  only 
meant  to  say,  that  with  the  requisite  opportu- 
nities, his  reputation  would  have  been  such  as 
to  entitle  him  to  the  honour  of  being  your  son- 
in-law.  In  time  of  peace,  a  soldier  is  no  more 
than  his  neighbours  ;  and  becomes  impatient 
of  the  insipidity  of  our  pacific  times.  Only 
see  with  what  zeal  he  [seizes  every  opportunity 
of  indulging  in  his  ruling  passion  ! — Latterly, 
was  he  not  a  volunteer  at  Constantina  V — 

"  Do  not  excite  yourseK  by  recounting  his 
feats,  my  dear,"  said  the  Colonel,  goodna- 
turedly.  "  I  am  not  going  to  disparage  the  glory 
of  your  hero.  So  so^  then  ! — A  man  must  be 
brave  as  a  lion  to  "svin  your  fair  hand?'^ — 

"How  can  it  be  otherwise,  with  such  a  model 
as  I  have  always  had  under  my  eyes  V  replied 
Estelle,  with  a  glance  of  tenderness  towards 
her  father.  "How  can  it  be  otherwise  when 
I  am  your  daughter  ! — Had  I  been  born  a  man, 
I  would  have  been  a  soldier.  It  is  the  first  of 
professions  !  the  only  one  to  embrace  with 
passion  and  enthusiasm.  It  is  degrading  to  see 
creatures  with  beards  upon  their  chins  become 
twaddUng  lawyers,    notaries,  or  stockbrokers, 
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and  scarcely  less  so  that  women  can  be  found 
to  marry  them  V* 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  Estelle  looked 
so  brightly  beautiful,  that  every  fibre  of  her 
father's  heart  thrilled  with  parental  vanity. 

"A  marshal  of  France  is  alone  worthy  of  you, 
my  dear  child  !"  cried  he  in  ecstacy.  ^^Tonay- 
rion  is  a  lucky  dog  !  However,  if  determined 
to  marry  him,  do  not  be  precipitate.  On  my 
side  I  will  write  to  Paris.  Before  I  give  my 
consent,  I  must  make  the  necessary  inquiries." 

''  Write,  then,  without  delay,"  replied  Estelle, 
boldly.  "  Raoul,  I  feel  certain,  fears  no  inqui- 
ries. He  can  present  himself  before  his  ene- 
mies as  bravely  as  before  his  friends  \" 

The  bell  announcing  the  breakfast,  ended  the 
conversation;  and  the  Colonel  having  taken  his 
daughter's  arm,  they  proceeded  to  join  their 
assembled  guests. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  indiscreet  gossiping  of  Madame  Riboi^ 
had  its  due  effect :  for  Servian  no  sooner  be- 
held Raoul  Tonayrion,  than  he  became  inspired 
with  the  hatred  which  invariably  awaits  a  fa- 
voured rival.  Compelled  to  disguise  his  feel- 
ings, he  contrived,  under  the  mask  of  the  most 
undeniable  politeness,  to  cover  his  violent  an- 
tipathy. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  elegant  Tonayrion 
seemed  to  hold  unworthy  his  notice  an  indi- 
vidual so  simple  in  his  dress,  of  such  reserved 
manners,  and  modest  deportment ;  but,  above 
all,   one   who  had   reached  the  chateau  by  a 
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public  conveyance.  Instead  of  the  ease  and 
intimacy  usual  in  country-life,  the  two  rivals, 
one  from  pride,  and  the  other  from  jealousy, 
took  refuge  in  mutual  reserve. 

Leaving  the  brunt  of  the  conversation  to 
Felix,  who  acquitted  himself  with  the  vivacity 
natural  to  his  age,  they  had  hardly  exchanged 
two  or  three  formal  words,  when  Madame  de 
Caussade  arrived  to  animate  the  resentments  of 
the  man  who  had  vainly  aspired  to  her  hand, 
and  the  presumption  of  him  who  was  the  ob- 
ject of  her  favour. 

Women  are  often  as  intense  in  their  aversions 
as  in  their  affections,  and  far  more  serious  ;  for 
the  conventions  of  the  world,  which  make  a 
crime  of  love,  favour  the  opposite  extreme, 
if  in  good  taste  and  well  applied.  Many  a 
prude  prides  herself  upon  her  well-rooted  anti- 
pathies. 

Without  subjecting  herself  to  the  imputation 
of  prudery,  Estelle  felt  an  irresistible  inclina- 
tion to  reprove  Servian  for  the  liberty  he  had 
taken  in  daring  to  come  into  her  presence, 
which  she  believed  to  be  a  premeditated  act. 
What    could  be  his    object,    unless    another 
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vain  attempt  against  the  heart  from  which  he 
had  been  contemptuously  repulsed  ?  If  such 
were  his  intentions,  his  audacity  merited  a 
severe  chastisement !  — 

'^  He  pretends  not  to  have  known  that  1  was 
at  my  father's/'  said  the  gay  widow  to  herself ; 
'^  but  is  this  possible  ?  In  love  with  me  as  he 
was,  can  he  persuade  me  that  he  was  out  of 
France  a  whole  year,  without  inquiring  about 
me  ?  What,  therefore,  can  he  hope  for  ?  Does 
he  think  me  weak  enough  to  accept  now  what 
I  before  refused  with  contempt? — The  mere 
supposition  is  impertinent.  Were  I  sure  that 
such  were  his  designs,  he  should  bitterly  re- 
pent having  supposed  me  capable  of  such  in- 
consistency !" 

To  chastise  what  she  styled  the  persecution 
of  her  former  admirer,  Madame  de  Caussade 
possessed  herself  of  the  most  effective  weapon 
ever  wielded  by  woman  ! 

In  one  of  the  incredible  combats  related  by 

Berni,  Rodomont  seizes  an  antagonist  by  the 

leg,  and  by  hurling  this. unheard-of  weapon  at 

his  other  opponents,  levels  them  with  the  earth. 
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In  the  hands  of  a  coquette^  a  rival  readily  re- 
places this  improvisated  weapon ! 

Monsieur  Tonayrion  was  rich  in  requisites 
for  this  enviable  purpose ;  and  winning  smiles, 
pathetic  looks,  mysterious  whisperings —in  a 
word,  all  the  irritating  attentions  which  a 
woman  can  vouchsafe  with  the  view  of  morti- 
fying another,  were  lavished  upon  him  during 
and  after  breakfast. 

As  if  sufficiently  gratified  with  these  tortures, 
and  forgetting  the  truce  demanded  by  her 
father  in  favour  of  their  luckless  guest,  the 
merciless  widow  at  length  opened  one  of  those 
batteries,  before  which  a  disappointed  lover 
must  either  revolt  or  retreat. 

For  two  whole  hours,  did  Servian  writhe 
under  a  rolling  fire  of  epigrams  and  galUng 
allusions,  rendered  still  more  painful  by  the 
witty  and  malicious  tone  of  their  delivery. 

In  spite  of  the  visible  dissatisfaction  of  the 
good  old  Colonel,  and  his  efforts  to  turn  the 
conversation,  Estelle  brought  it  back  again  and 
again  to  the  subject  she  fancied  most  certain  of 
humiliating  her  discarded  lover.    In  her  mouth. 
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the  emphatic  eulogium  of  manly  courage,  be- 
came a  mortifying  personality. 

"There  are  certain  defects  of  character 
which  inspire  only  compassion/'  said  she. 
^^  I  can  understand,  for  instance,  a  man  being 
thoughtless  or  extravagant.  Perfection  does 
not  exist  on  earth,  and  some  errors  are  par- 
donable enough,  inasmuch  as  they  are  not 
dishonouring.  But  cowardice  is  so  ignominious, 
that  one  is  soiled  by  the  very  contact ! — There 
may  be  hope  of  a  spendthrift,  a  libertine,  a 
gambler ; — but  of  a  coward  !  noneP — 

While  Madame  de  Caussade  was  passing  this 
severe  opinion,  which,  from  her  arrogant  looks 
and  resolute  utterance,  had  an  almost  chivalrous 
expression,  the  physiognomies  of  her  auditors 
offered  an  endless  study  for  the  artist. 

Embarrassed  by  the  humiliation  endured  by 
his  friend,  the  Colonel  coughed,  wiped  his 
spectacles,  moved  his  chair,  in  fact,  had  re- 
course to  all  the  little  stratagems  customary  on 
similar  occasions. 

Felix  Cambier,  not  knowing  which  way  to 
look,  was,  if  anything,  more  confused  than  the 
Colonel.     Every  syllable  uttered  by  the  young 
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widow  acted  like  a  caustic  to  the  wound  his 
pride  had  received  in  the  ghost-scene  of  the 
previous  night. 

Monsieur  Tonayrion,  on  the  contrary,  held 
his  head  higher  than  usual ;  while,  with  the  tips 
of  his  fingers,  he  gently  smoothed  the  surface 
of  his  incomparable  mustachios. 

Servian,  far  less  disconcerted  than  might 
have  been  expected,  listened  calmly,  though 
his  smile  evinced  a  certain  expression  of 
irony. 

^^  I  seem  to  amuse  you,  sir  ?^^  said  Estelle, 
fixing  her  brilUant  eyes  upon  him.  "Perhaps 
you  think  it  ridiculous  that  a  woman  should 
pretend  to  distinguish  betwixt  courage  and 
cowardice?" 

^*  It  appears  to  me  highly  natural,"  coolly 
replied  Servian.  ^^  Man  values  in  man  the 
qualities  proper  to  man;  just  as  we  men 
give  the  preference  to  a  woman  endowed  with 
meekness,  reserve,  benevolence,  in  a  word,  all 
amiable  and  womanly  virtues/' 

Confounded  by  the  severe  lesson  contained 
in  these  words,  Madame  de  Caussade  haughtily 
averted  her  head. 
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"  Were  you  attacked  by  robbers,  how  would 
you  act?"  said  she,  suddenly  addressing  Mon- 
sieur Tonayrion. 

"  As  I  have  already  acted  on  similar  occa- 
sions/^ replied  the  handsome  Raoul. 

"  Indeed  ? — Pray  tell  us  the  story  !" — said 
she,  earnestly. 

^^  The  first  time  such  an  event  befel  me  was 
at  Paris.  I  was  returning  home,  late  at  night, 
and  by  a  singular  chance  was  on  foot.  At  the 
angle  of  the  Rue  Chantereine  three  men  suddenly 
attacked  me.  I  had  my  cane  with  me,  which 
fortunately  was  heavily  loaded,  and  which  I 
handled  with  the  dexterity  of  a  professor  of 
singlestick ;  till,  in  half  a  minute,  one  of  my 
opponents  lay  stretched  in  the  middle  of  the 
street.  Another  dragged  himself  along  the 
houses,  while  the  third  is  probably  still  running 
away  at  this  moment  V' 

"  And  the  other  occasions  ?"  inquired  Estelle, 
with  eagerness. 

"  The  second  might  have  been  a  more  tra- 
gical affair.  It  was  six  months  ago,  during  my 
campaign  in  Africa.  At  some  distance  from 
Algiers,  I  was  attacked  by  two  Bedouin  Arabs, 
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as  I  was  returning  from  a  sporting  excur- 
sion. I  got  off  with  a  ball  through  my 
coat,  and  a  slight  sword-cut  on  my  left 
arm." 

'^  And  the  Bedouins  ?"  said  Felix,  who  was 
listening  with  envious  admiration. 

^^I  taught  them  to  be  quieter  for  the  fu- 
ture." 

"  Did  you  kill  them  both  V  urged  Estelle. 

"  I  have  the  right  to  think  so ;  for  though 
my  gun  was  loaded  with  small- shot,  and  we 
were  muzzle  to  muzzle,  my  double  barrel 
brought  them  down,  one  to  the  right,  the  other 
to  the  left,  and  the  butt  finished  them.'' 

"  And  in  those  two  encounters  I  am  con- 
vinced you  were  not  the  least  daunted  !'^ — cried 
Estelle,  with  sparkling  eyes,  which  attested 
the  pleasure  she  derived  from  the  prowess  of 
her  lover. 

"  Daunted  ?"  reiterated  Tonayrion,  laughing, 
*'  what  is  the  meaning  of  the  word  V 

*^  Nay,'*  remonstrated  the  old  Colonel,  with  a 
view  of  coming  to  his  friend's  assistance,  "I, 
old  soldier  as  I  am,  must  plead  guilty  to  having 
experienced  occasionally  an  emotion  of  terror. 
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At  Eylau,  for  instance,  when  I  fell  from  my 
horse^  and  a  division  of  Prussian  curassiers 
passed  over  my  body,  I  own  1  felt  rather 
nervous." 

"  My  dear  Colonel !"  cried  Raoul,  incredu- 
lously, "you  are  imposing  upon  our  credulity  !'' 

"  Luckily  for  my  father,"  interrupted  Ma- 
dame de  Caussade,  "his  reputation  is  already 
made.  Nobody  will  believe  him  to  be  a 
coward ! '' 

"  The  weather  is  fine  now,  let  us  take  our 
walk,"  said  Colonel  Herbelin ;  and  the  three 
guests  rose  together  from  their  seats.  Madam^ 
de  Caussade  did  the  same,  but  instead  of  walking 
out,  sat  down  to  the  piano.  The  evident 
irritation  of  her  father  forbad  all  further 
persecution  of  the  humiliated  victim  of  her 
satire ;  she  therefore  granted  a  truce,  with  the 
intention  of  resuming  hostilies  hereafter.  Ser- 
vian meanwhile  had  endured  all  with  perfect 
imperturbihty, — Estelle  having  exhausted  her 
quiver  of  irony  upon  him,  without  producing  so 
much  as  a  frown.  Still,  the  arrows  of  the 
young  widow  were  not  precisely  wasted.  In 
a  scuffle,  it  frequently  happens  that  the  blow 
d3 
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aimed  at  one  is  received  by  another ;  and  so 
was  it  in  the  present  instance.  The  blows 
aimed  at  Servian  pierced  poor  Felix  Cambier 
from  head  to  foot.  Jealous  as  becomes  a  lover 
of  eighteen,  the  timid  admirer  of  Madame  de 
Caussade  endured  reluctantly  the  preference 
manifested  towards  the  handsome  Tonayrion, 
and  he  had  now  a  double  motive  for  mortifica- 
tion. 

^*  She  suspects  that  I  was  nervous  last 
night,"  thought  the  cadet,  blushing  to  the  ears, 
"  and  her  sarcasms  upon  timidity  are  certainly 
directed  against  me  !  If  I  were  assured  she 
thought  me  a  coward,  I  would  blow  out  my 
brains  on  the  spot  I" 

Felix  did  not  dare,  however,  give  vent  to  his 
resentment,  but  was  less  scrupulous  with  re- 
gard to  the  fortunate  rival  who  had  made  him 
taste  the  bitter  pangs  of  jealousy. 

" Uncle, '^  said  he,  taking  Servian  aside,  "do 
you  not  find  the  egotism  and  impertinence  of 
this  Monsieur  Tonayrion  insupportable?" 

Servian  did  not  choose  to  confirm  the 
opinion. 

*^  Monsieur  Tonayrion    is    a    good-looking 
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fellow,  and  has  some  right  to  be  vain,'^  said 
he. 

"You  think  him  handsome?"  said  Cambier 
disdainfully,  ''■  In  my  opinion  he  has  the  air  of 
a  drum- major  V^ 

"  He  has  not  the  honour  then  of  pleasing 
you?'' 

"  So  little,  that  I  have  the  greatest  inclination 
to  give  him  a  lesson  of  politeness  and  mo- 
desty.'' 

"  You,  my  dear  Felix  ?''  said  Servian,  laugh- 
ing. "  No,  no,  waittill  you  reach  his  shoulder.'' 

"  What  signify  six  inches  more  or  less  V 
said  the  youth.  "  I  am  perhaps  not  tall  enough 
for  a  carabineer;  but  remember  that  David, 
though  little,  slew  Goliath." 

"  Don't  be  angry,  my  dear  David ;  but  please 
to  remember  that  Goliath  deserved  his  fate  as 
being  the  aggressor.  Ahem  ! — Here  comes  our 
Philistine.  Whether  he  be  a  coxcomb  or  no, 
be  polite.  The  absurdities  of  others  oiFer  no 
excuse  for  our  own." 

After  this  brief  lecture,  Servian  took  the 
arm  of  Felix,  and  waited  for  the  Colonel,  who 
was  accompanying  Monsieur  Tonayrion. 
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While  they  were  all  four  walking  upon  the  ter- 
race, Madame  de  Caussade  was  taking  her  ven- 
geance at  the  piano, — disappointed  in  the  effects 
of  her  satire,  and  meditating  the  use  of  a 
keener  weapon,  whereby  she  might  pierce  the 
polished  armour  of  poor  Servian. 

"  His  coolness  is  mere  calculation/"*  said  she, 
*^it  is  impossible  he  can  be  indifferent;  cer- 
tainly the  dissimulation  with  which  he  conducts 
himself  is  a  masterpiece.  The  most  piercing 
sarcasms  glance  from  him  as  off  a  statue  of 
bronze.  In  two  hours,  I  have  expended  more 
bitterness  than  would  have  sufficed  me  for  two 
years,  and  all  for  nothing  !  I  should  think  him 
quite  insensible,  but  for  two  or  three  looks  I  saw 
him  give  to  Monsieur  Tonayrion.  Perhaps  he 
may  not  be  very  sensitive,  but,  as  sure  as  I  am 
a  woman,  he  is  still  jealous,  and  I  ask  no 
more/^ 

Intent  upon  annoying  her  former  lover, 
Estelle  resolved  to  afford  to  the  elegant  Raoul 
one  of  those  victories,  unimportant  in  itself, 
which  often  suffices  to  plunge  a  rival  into 
despair. — After  some  reflection  she  gathered  a 
beautiful  rose  from  the  flower-stand,  opened  one 
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of  the  windows  towards  the  terrace,  and  sud- 
denly presented  herself  to  the  view  of  the  gen- 
tlemen walking  below. 

The  Colonel,  in  compensation  for  Estelle's 
mortifying  conduct  to  Servian,  had  taken  him 
by  the  arm,  and  was  conversing  with  him  upon 
the  different  incidents  of  his  journey  into 
Italy. 

Behind  him,  walked  Felix  Cambier,  with  a 
melancholy  face,  and  hands  thrust  into  his 
pockets,  the  very  picture  of  despair  ;  while  fur- 
ther on,  superbly  solitary,  like  the  majestic 
lion,  Raoul  Tonayrion  smoked  his  cigar  froci 
time  to  time,  giving  a  disdainful  glance  at  his 
companions,  as  much  as  to  say, — "  I  am  not  in 
good  company  here!'* — 

On  hearing  the  window  open,  the  four  gen- 
tlemen looked  up,  when  Estelle,  bending  for- 
ward on  the  balcony,  with  a  captivating  smile, 
showed  them  the  beautiful  rose  she  had  just 
gathered. 

"Who  will  have  it?"  said  she,  having  in- 
haled its  perfume  as  if  to  enhance  the  value  of 
the  flower. 
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"  I,  madam/^  exclaimed  Felix,  extending  his 
hands  like  a  schoolboy. 

^^  I,"  said  Raoul,  at  the  same  time. 

"  Do  you  imagine  that  I  am  going  to  throw 
it  down  to  you  ?"  said  she.  "  Whoever  wishes 
to  possess  it,  must  give  himself  the  trouble  of 
coming  hither." 

Tonayrion  and  Fehx  instantly  rushed  to- 
wards the  hall,  in  which  was  the  staircase 
leading  to  the  first-floor.  But  the  immo- 
derate laughter  of  Estelle  stopped  them  on 
their  way. 

^'IBy  the  staircase?" — said  she.  "Seriously, 
you  are  coming  up  by  the  stairs  ?" — 

"What  other  way?" — inquired  the  Colonel, 
angrily. 

"Father,  father!"  cried  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade,  caressingly,  "  at  the  age  of  either  of 
those  gentlemen,  instead  of  asking  such  a 
question,  you  would  have  already  scaled  the 
balcony  r' 

There  is  no  man  so  old  but  may  be  cap- 
tivated by  flattering  allusions  to  his  youth. 

"To  say  the  truth,"  said  Herbelin,  "the 
balcony  is  but  ten  feet  from  the  terrace.^^ 
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He  had  hardly  uttered  the  words  when 
Felix,  in  making  a  violent  spring  to  attain  the 
balcony,  fell  heavily  down.  Jealous  of  the 
attempt,  Tonayrion  likewise  tried  it,  but  was 
equally  unsuccessful.  The  two  rivals  still 
renewed  their  efforts,  while  Estelle  stood 
smiling  in  approbation. 

"  Do  you  not  enter  the  lists  for  the  rose  V' 
inquired  the  Colonel  of  Servain. 

'^  I  have  not  yet  studied  rope-dancing !  " 
he  replied,  loud  enough  for  Estelle  to 
hear. 

The  young  widow  bit  her  lips  Calculating 
upon  the  blindness  of  love,  she  had  intended 
to  render  the  middle-aged  man  ridiculous 
by  enticing  him  into  one  of  those  hazardous 
feats  fit  only  for  the  elasticity  of  youth ;  and 
the  cool  deliberation  with  which  Servian 
avoided  the  snare,  provoked  her  beyond  mea- 
sure. 

Stimulated  by  the  hope  of  triumph,  the  two 
competitors  redoubled  their  attempts;  and  to 
see  them  running  and  jumping  under  the  win- 
dow, one  might  have  supposed  them  stung  by 
the  tarantula. 
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Tonayrion,  who  derived  great  advantage  from 
his  height,  was  the  first  to  grasp  the  lower  bar 
of  the  balcony,  but  the  sharp  edge  of  the  iron 
forced  him  to  relinquish  it.  This  trifling  suc- 
cess was  still  a  source  of  envy  to  Felix ;  when, 
making  another  most  vigorous  spring,  he 
achieved  the  object  of  his  ambition. 

Unlike  his  rival,  Felix,  upon  laying  hold  of 
the  sharp-edged  iron,  maintained  his  hold ; 
though  the  blood  trickled  from  his  wounded 
hands,  like  the  Spartan  whose  face  betrayed 
no  pain,  while  the  fox  was  gnawing  into  his 
heart. 

This  part  of  the  feat  accomplished,  the  rest 
was  an  easy  task  to  a  first-rate  proficient  in 
gymnastics.  In  less  time  than  we  can  describe 
it,  by  the  force  of  his  wrists,  he  raised  himself 
up,  and  stood  victorious  on  the  balcony ! 

It  had  never  occurred  to  Madame  Caussade, 
that  any  but  the  handsome  Tonayrion  would 
gain  the  prize.  The  rose  had  been  gathered 
for  him ;  for  him  she  had  reserved  the  winning 
smile ;  for  him  had  she  already  taken  off"  her 
glove,  determined  to  concede  the  touch  of  her 
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fair  hand  to  the  lips  of  the  victor,  and  the  utter 
despair  of  Servian. 

On  seeing  the  young  cadet  suddenly  present 
himself,  who,  far  from  assuming  the  triumphant 
countenance  of  a  conqueror,  blushed  at  his 
success,  she  retreated  some  steps,  visibly  dis- 
appointed. 

"  Is  it  yoa  T  said  she,  abruptly.  "  How  did 
you  jump  so  high  ?" — 

"  I  looked  at  you,  madam,^^  replied  Fehx, 
timidly  raising  his  eyes,  "  and  was  success- 
ful." 

"And  now,  I  suppose,  you  expect  the 
prize  V^  said  she,  her  sardonic  smile  stifling 
the  joyous  feelings  of  the  young  hero.  "  I  only 
wish.  Monsieur  Felix,  I  could  offer  you  in- 
stead, some  of  the  beautiful  prize-books  you 
won  last  year  at  your  examination  1" — 

"  I  finished  my  rhetoric  two  years  ago,  ma- 
dam,^^  said  he.  "  I  am  now  a  soldier,  and  not 
a  schoolboy!" 

In  delivering  these  words  with  energy, 
Cambier  took  the  rose  presented  by  Madame 
Caussade,  and  sticking  the  flower  in  his  button- 
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hole,  affected  a  bearing  strangely  at  variance 
with  the  deep  scarlet  of  his  face. 

Servian  excepted,  whose  impassibility  was 
unremitting,  every  one  seemed  dissatisfied  with 
the  result  of  the  scene.  A  defeat  under  the 
eyes  of  the  object  of  his  adoration  was  death 
to  Tonayrion ;  and  in  spite  of  his  affected 
laugh,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  his  vanity  suffered 
bitterly,  in  finding  himself  eclipsed  by  a  mere 
youth. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  victor  was  no  better 
satisfied  than  the  vanquished ;  for  the  trophy 
possessed  more  thorns  than  leaves.  Felix 
had  conceived  during  his  attempts  a  brilliant 
idea. 

^^  I  will  get  on  the  balcony,"  thought  he ; 
"  she  will  be  obliged  to  offer  me  the  rose,  when 
I  will  fall  upon  my  knees,  seize  her  lovely 
hand,  and  boldly  press  it  to  my  lips." 

Instead  of  this  tender  episode,  he  was  com- 
plimented upon  his  success  in  rhetoric  ! 

Madame  de  Caussade  meanwhile  was  out  of 
sorts  with  every  one.  Servian  would  not  be 
polite  enough  to  be  miserable.  Felix  was  but 
a  school-boy,   who   had   the   impertinence   to 
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vanquish  Tonayrion ;  and  she  was  dissatisfied 
with  her  father,  and  even  with  herself ; — her- 
self, perhaps,  more  than  all  the  rest  put 
together.  When  a  woman  is  thus  at  war 
with  all  the  w^orld,  be  it  accepted  as  a  gene- 
ral rule  that  Love  lies  close  at  the  root  of  her 
flourishing  upas  tree  of  Hatred  ! — 


68  THE  COSSACK'S  GRAVE. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Some  hours  after  the  scene  of  the  balcony, 
Raoul  Tonayrion  and  Felix  Cambier  acciden,- 
tally  met  in  one  of  the  avenues  of  the  park ; — a 
meeting  premeditated  on  one  side  only. 

The  cadet  of  St.  Cyr  sought  the  shade  of 
the  chesnut  trees,  the  better  to  indulge  in  his 
youthful  infatuation ;  but  the  intention  of  the 
handsome  Raoul  was  not  quite  so  pastoral.  On 
seeing  his  successful  rival  disappear  among  the 
trees,  he  watched  him  as  a  wolf  does  a  sheep 
straying  from  the  flock,  which  he  forthwith 
marks  as  his  meal. 

Felix  could  with  difficulty  suppress  his  im- 
patience on   seeing  his  enemy  approach ;  and 
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quickened  his  steps,  that  he  might  avoid  so 
unpleasant  an  interruption.  Instead  of  imita- 
ting his  movements,  Raoul  halted,  with  an  air 
of  insolence. 

*'  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  sir/'  said  he.  "  I 
have  two  words  for  your  ear." 

Indignant  at  the  tone  in  which  he  was  ad- 
dressed, Felix  turned  suddenly  round. 

"  I  am  ready  to  listen  to  you,  sir,''  replied 
he,  coolly.     "  What  do  you  want  with  me  ?  " 

"To  give  you  some  advice,"  replied  Raoul. 
"  The  rose  you  wear  is  withered ;  I  recommend 
you  to  throw  it  away." 

Felix  examined  the  flower  in  his  button- 
hole;, and  looking  sternly  at  his  rival,  replied, 
"  You  are  under  a  mistake.  It  is  still  fresh — 
fresh  as  the  mouth  of  her  who  gave  it  me  ;  and 
with  your  permission  I  shall  keep  it." 

"It  is  withered,  I  tell  you,"  persisted  the 
haughty  Raoul ; — "  as  you  place  me  under  the 
necessity  of  proving."  And  he  proceeded  to 
give  a  fillip  to  the  flower,  which  strewed  its 
leaves  upon  the  grass. 

At  this  unexpected  insult,  the  cadet  of  St. 
Cyr  stood  confounded ;  and  a  shivering  seized 
him  from  head  to  foot.     His  aggressor  allowed 
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him  the  time  to  speak ;  then  with  a  sneer,  turned 
upon  his  heel. 

*'  Sir/^  said  FeUx,  following  him,  "  I  will  not 
degrade  myself  by  giving  you  a  blow,  but  con- 
sider it  given/^ 

"Though  you  are  slow  to  speak,  sir,  you 
speak  to  the  purpose/^  said  Tonayrion,  haugh- 
tily. "  Not  being  tall  enough  to  chastise  people, 
you  do  it  verbally." 

"  If  not  tall  enough  to  break  your  head,  I 
may  prove  so  to  run  you  through  the  body,^' 
replied  Felix,  in  a  rage  ;  while  Raoul,  astounded, 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  his  puny  adversary. 

"  So,  sir  ! — you  dare  provoke  me  !  ^^ — said  he, 
in  a  tone  differing  strangely  from  the  haughty 
presumption  he  had  hitherto  manifested. 

"  I  do  but  acknowledge,'^  said  Felix,  "  an 
insult  as  brutal  as  gratuitous.'' 

^^  But  you  call  me  out  ? — You  expect  me  to 
meet  you?" — 

"  The  sooner  the  better." 

^'  In  that  case,  I  have  the  choice  of  weapons ; 
I  choose  pistols." 

"  Good  !  "  replied  Felix. — "  I  prefer  fire-arms 
for  such  an  occasion." — 

The  two  adversaries  now  agreed  to  proceed 
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to  Paris  on  the  Thursday  following,  so  as  not 
to  awaken  by  a  sudden  departure  any  suspicions 
of  their  dispute.  They  then  separated.  FeUx 
walked  slow,  and  on  seeing  Raoul  so  far  off, 
turned  back,  and  with  the  devotion  of  a  loving 
heart,  picked  up  the  scattered  rose-leaves.  In 
the  midst  of  this  occupation,  he  was  interrupted 
by  his  uncle,  who  had  witnessed  the  foregoing 
scene  from  a  distance. 

"What  is  your  disagreement  with  Monsieur 
Tonayrion  ?  '^ — inquired  Servian. 

^*  None,  uncle  V — replied  Felix,  trying  to 
appear  calm.  '^  We  met  by  chance,  and  ex- 
changed two  or  three  words  of  politeness,  no- 
thing more  !" 

"  It  was  scarcely  as  an  act  of  politeness  that 
he  tore  the  rose  out  of  your  button-hole,  of 
which  you  are  now  gathering  up  the  leaves  ?''  — 

"  You  were  a  witness  of  the  insult — 
so  shall  you  be  then  of  the  atonement !" — 
rephed  his  nephew  firmly.  "  I  need  not  tell 
you  that  I  am  no  longer  a  child.  I  belong  to 
the  army ;  I  wear  a  sword  -,  and  when  insulted 
will  use  it. — No  remonstrance  therefore  ! — fight 
I  must,  and  fight  I  will.^^ 
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''  If  the  offence  be  serious,  I  should  be  the 
last  to  prevent  you,"  replied  Servian ;  "  tell 
me  quickly  all  that  passed." 

Felix  now  related  to  his  uncle  word  by  word 
all  that  had  occurred ;  and  Servian  listened 
with  his  usual  deliberation. 

'^  There  is,  indeed,  cause  for  a  duel,  unless 
Monsieur  Tonayrion  offer  an  apology,"  said 
he. 

"  Were  he  to  kneel  before  me,"  cried  Felix, 
*^  we  must  fight  ! — It  is  necessary." 

"  Not  necessary,  if  he  offer  proper  excuses.'^ 

"  My  dear  uncle — you  are  the  head  of  our 
family,"  said  Felix,  ^*  and  have  been  to  me  as 
a  father.  I  may  therefore  confess  to  you  what  to 
any  other  I  should  be  ashamed  to  utter.  All  last 
night  was  I  pursued  by  a  dreadful  idea  ;  and  the 
more  I  strive  to  rid  myself  of  it,  the  heavier  it 
weighs  upon  my  mind.''  Servian  fixed  his  eye 
anxiously  on  his  nephew.  "  What,  if  I  were 
to  turn  out  a  coward  !'' — cried  the  young  man 
in  a  voice  of  agony. 

"  A  coward  !" — exclaimed  Servian,  "  What 
means  this  infatuation  ?**' 

"  Would  to  Heaven  it  might  prove  so,^'  re- 
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plied  Felix,  mournfully,—"  Or  I  had  better  die 
at  once;  but^  if  what  I  experienced  last  night 
were  not  fear,  what  can  I  call  it  ?" 

"  One  of  those  nervous  panics  to  which  all  men 
of  ardent  imaginations  are  subject,^^  replied  Ser- 
vian. "  Besides,  midnight  courage  is  the  rarest 
of  all  courage.     So,  at  least,  said  Napoleon." 

"  But  it  is  not  midnight  now  \'' 

«Now?*^— 

"You  will  depise  me,  dear  uncle,  but  I  had 
better  confess  all  ! — Just  now,  when  that  insolent 
fellow  raised  his  hand  against  me  to  snatch  the 
rose,  my  first  feeling  was  neither  anger,  resent- 
ment, nor  the  thirst  of  vengeance,  but  a  stupid 
enervation.  Instead  of  the  blood  burning  in  ray 
veins,  my  blood  froze,  my  voice  failed,  my  heart 
throbbed.  Nervous  affection,  you  will  tell  me 
again  !  No  uncle,  no !  It  was  agitation — it  was 
cowardice, — I  say  cowardice  !  The  weakness  was 
brief  I  admit ;  but  if  it  lasted  half  a  second  it 
was  too  much  for  my  honour.  I  must,  there- 
fore, face  a  positive  danger,  in  order  to  as- 
certain whether  I  am  worthy  to  live.  How 
should  t  support  hfe  uncertain  of  the  pos- 
session of  courage  !  How  dare  wear  the  king's 
epaulettes  and  sword  if  I  know  myself  un- 
worthy of  the  trust  !     I  tell  you,  uncle,  I  must 
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fight,  if  not  with  Monsieur  Tonayrion,  with 
some  other ;  or,  if  it  be  necessary,  I  will  insult  the 
first  grenadier  in  the  street  sooner  than  not  have 
a  duel  before  I  enter  St.  Cyr.  A  soldier's  son, 
and  a  soldier  myself,  I  must  be  baptised  in 
blood/' 

"  In  that  case,  I  undertake  to  be  your  sponsor 
as  I  was  in  your  infancy ;"  said  Servian.  "  But 
compose  yourself.  Your  fear  of  being  afraid  is 
a  chimera ;  and,  if  necessary,  I  have  no  doubt  you 
will  prove  as  brave  as  St.  George  !  Trust  to  me. 
I  undertake  the  whole  business.  Above  all,"  said 
Servian,  "  Monsieur  Tonayrion  must  not  know 
that  I  am  acquainted  with  your  quarrel." 

No  particular  incident  marked  the  remainder  of 
the  day.  The  day  following,  Madame  de  Caussade, 
ascribing  her  ill-humour  to  indisposition,  retired 
to  her  room  soon  after  breakfast.  Servian  no- 
ticed her  absence  with  satisfaction,  as  it  left  the 
field  free  to  his  manoeuvres. 

^'  Colonel !"  said  he  to  Herbelin,  who  had  just 
proposed  a  game  of  billiards  to  his  guests,  "  may 
I  beg  permission  to  try  some  pistols  which  I  pur- 
chased when  passing  through  Liege  ?" — 

'*  With  all  my  heart — we  will  accompany  you," 
said  the  Colonel,  '^  and  defer  our  billiards  until 
after  dinner.'' 
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The  master  of  the  house  accordingly  conducted 
his  guests  to  a  small  court  behind  the  stables, 
where,  against  the  wall,  was  an  iron  target,  having 
in  the  centre  a  white  patch.  The  Colonel  charged 
Servian's  pistols  himself,  and  placing  himself  at 
thirty  paces,  fired  the  first  shot. — A  spot  at  some 
distance  from  the  bulPs  eye  was  the  result. 

"  A  toy  for  a  child  l""  said  he,  disdainfully  ex- 
amining the  weapon. 

'^  Are  you  sure.  Colonel,  that  the  fault  lies  in 
the  make  of  the  weapon  ?'' — impudently  inquired 
Raoul. 

'^  Try  yourself,  my  good  friend,"  replied  Her- 
belin,  certain  that  his  guest  would  receive  a 
check;  and  Raoul,  while  cocking  the  second 
pistol,  fixed  a  prophetically  mournful  look  upon 
Felix.  Placing  himself  at  right  angles,  his  head 
erect, — his  left-hand  poised  upon  his  hip,  he 
gently  lowered  his  pistol  with  his  fore-arm,  and 
appearing  not  to  aim,  fired  !  The  chalk  doll 
placed  at  the  target  flew  to  pieces. 

'^  For  Liege  pistols,  they  are  not  so  bad,"  said 
he,  turning  round  with  an  air  of  triumph  to  the 
spectators. 

Servian,  aware  of  his  address,  did  not  testify 
the  least  surprise,  but  merely  looked  at  Felix. 
Observed  at  tbe  same  time  by  his  adversary  and 
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uncle,  the  young  Cadet  suppressed  his  emotion, 
and  succeeded  in  retaining  an  undisturbed  coun- 
tenance. 

"  It  is  now  my  tum/^  said  he,  taking  the  pistol, 
which  the  Colonel  had  re-loaded. 

"  Wait  till  another  figure  is  placed/'  said  Ser- 
vian. 

''  What  signifies/'  cried  Felix,  impatiently,  '^  a 
bit  of  the  old  one  remains." 

The  future  ofl&cer  took  a  steady  aim,  when  the 
piece  of  the  image  instantly  joined  the  remains 
below. 

"  Bravo !"  cried  the  Colonel,  piqued  at  finding 
himself  outdone  by  his  guests.  "  A  famous  good 
shot,  FeHx ;  but  I  defy  you  to  do  it  again,  once 
in  ten  times.'' 

"  You  will  lose,  sir,"  said  Cambier,  "  I  give  you 
one  shot  in  two,  as  often  as  you  like !"  and  to 
reahse  his  boast,  he  aimed  at  the  fresh  figure  just 
set  up  by  tlie  servant. 

"  At  the  head,"  said  he ;  and  true  to  his  word, 
he  knocked  oflf  the  head  of  the  figure,  the  de- 
capitated body  remaining  steady  against  the 
plate. 

At  that  moment,  instead  of  examining  his  ne- 
phew, Servian  fixed  his  penetrating  eye  upon 
Tonayrion,  who  vainly  tried  to  smile. 
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**  It  is  your  turn,  sir.  You  are  the  only  man 
worthy  to  compete  with  this  embryo  lieutenant,^ 
said  Servian ;  and  Raoul  reluctantly  accepted  the 
pistol  offered  by  Senrian.  This  time,  instead  of 
evincing  his  usual  coolness,  he  took  the  most  de- 
liberate aim;  yet  his  former  address  completely 
fsdled  him.  On  seeing  the  star  produced  by  the 
baU  on  the  iron  plate  at  some  distance  firom  the 
figure,  Servian  and  Felix  exchanged  a  look  of 
intelligence. 

'^Well,  Tonayrion?"  said  the  colonel,  deter- 
mined to  take  his  revenge ;  ^*  have  you  stiU  the 
same  good  opinion  of  the  pistols  r  *' 

^' Certainly,^  repUed  he.  ^'But  just  i^w,  I 
should  miss  an  ox  at  five  paces.  Every  time  I 
fence,  I  have  a  nervous  trembling  in  my  right  arm, 
which  makes  it  impossible  to  hold  it  steady." 

^^  Where  the  deuce  can  you  have  been  fencing 
to-day  ?'^  inqxiired  Herbelin. 

"  In  my  own  room/'  replied  RaouL  "  Every 
morning  I  practice,  to  keep  myself  in  wind," 

"  An  excellent  and  healthy  custom,"  rephed  the 
colonel,  eagerly.  *^One  never  knows  what  may 
happen,  and  it  keeps  one's  hand  in.  Fencing  is 
much  neglected  by  young  men  now-a-days.  lliey 
stuff  their  heads  with  Greek  and  Latin,  history  and 
mathematics,  till  at  last  thev  barelv  know  to  handle 
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a  foil.  Had  I  a  son,  it  should  not  be  so.  He 
might  be  whatever  he  chose,  provided  Pellier  and 
Grisier  had  succeeded  in  their  instructions/^ 

At  that  moment,  Servian  noticed  his  nephew 
knock  off  the  head  of  a  third  figure. 

"  My  dear  colonel,"  said  he,  lowering  his  voice, 
but  not  so  as  to  be  unheard  by  liaoul,  "  you  are 
right  in  asserting  that  modern  education  is  more 
learned  than  manly.  But  do  not  say  so  before 
Fehx.^^ 

"Why  so?"  demanded  Herbelin. 

^'  Because  he  is  already  more  disposed  for  arms 
than  studies ;  and  I  neither  wish  him  to  be  a 
pedant  nor  a  duelhst.  You  see  what  an  excellent 
shot  he  is,  and  he  is  just  as  good  a  fencer  !  Gri- 
sier, to  whom  you  alluded  just  now,  assures  me 
Felix  is  his  most  proficient  pupil.  As  his  uncle 
and  guardian,  such  qualifications  have  no  great 
merit  in  my  eyes.'' 

"  How  so  ?  '^ — demanded  the  colonel,  in  some 
surprise. 

'^  Felix  is  hot-headed,  hasty,  and  irritable.  You 
remember  the  source  of  anxiety  his  poor  father 
used  to  be  to  us  all  ?  I  tremble  lest  Felix  should 
follow  in  his  steps,  and  become  a  bully .^^ 

"  Let  him  follow  the  bent  of  his  inclinations," 
said  Herbelin.    "  He  is  to  be  a  soldier,  not  a  priest. 
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Since  fighting  is  to  be  his  trade,  'tis  all  tlNe  better 
he  should  know  how  to  defend  himself !  In  former 
times,  we  had  what  we  termed  feelers,  whose 
business  was  to  prove  the  courage  of  beginners. 
If  there  be  any  in  his  regiment,  they  will  give 
him  an  opportunity,  and  then     .     .     /' 

"  Then,''  interrupted  Servian,  ^^  so  much  the 
worse  for  the  feelers.  Take  my  word  for  it  they 
will  share  the  fate  of  the  chalk  figures  !" 

Tonayrion,  though  he  heard  every  word  of 
this  dialogue,  was  careful  to  suppress  all  evi- 
dence of  emotion;  but  he  did  not  seem  dis- 
posed to  dispute  further  the  honours  of  the  lists, 
with  his  future  adversary  who  was  forced  to  relin- 
quish a  practice  in  which  there  was  no  longef  a 
competitor. 

^^  I  am  satisfied  with  you  1"  said  Servian  to  his 
nephew,  upon  returning  to  the  house.  "  Not  only 
you  possess  courage,  but  what  is  better,  presence 
of  mind." 

"  You  are  not  laughing  at  me,  I  hope,  uncle  !" 
replied  Felix,  unable  to  express  his  joy  at  hearing 
such  approbation. 

"  No  !  I  admired  your  calmness  at  the  target." 

"  Nevertheless,  that  infernal  shiver  was  again 
on  the  point  of  seizing  me  when  I  hit  the  figure.'' 

"  No  matter  !  true  courage,  intelligent  courage. 
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does  not  consist  in  not  experiencing  fear,  but  in 
surmounting  it.'^ 

"  Did  you  not  think  the  handsome  Raoul  was 
rather  downcast  on  the  occasion  ?" — urged  Fehx. 
'^  My  skill,  perhaps,  gave  him  cause  for  reflec- 
tion'" 

"  That  we  shall  shortly  know/^  said  Servian, 
"  I  strongly  suspect  an  ass  under  the  lion's 
skin/^— 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  insolent  Raoul  usually  usurped  a  royal 
share  in  the  conversation ;  but,  during  the  lest 
of  the  day,  he  remained  silent  and  dejected  ; — re- 
plying in  monosyllables  to  the  observations  ad- 
dressed to  him.  With  knitted  brows,  and  an 
over-clouded  face,  he  seemed  to  ruminate  on  some 
sinister  project.  His  very  manner  of  twisting  his 
mustachios  was  calculated  to  intimidate  pacifi- 
cally disposed  people. 

According  to  the  custom  of  a  vast  number  of 
charming  women,  Madame  de  Caussaude  could  ill 
endure  in  others  the  unequal  temper  pecuhar  to 
herself.  The  conduct  of  Raoul  appeared  capri- 
cious ;  a  liberty  which,  perhaps,  trenched  upon 
the  exclusive  privileges  of  her  sex. 
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"  He  must  perceive  that  I  am  worried/"*  thought 
she,  "  and  had  much  better  make  himself  agree- 
ablcp  than  sulk  in  the  corner.  Never  did  I  so 
wish  to  see  him  gay,  clever,  agreeable :  and  he 
makes  a  point  of  being  just  the  reverse.  Heigho  ! 
Men  have  no  feeling  !  Is  it  possible  that  he  has 
not  yet  discovered  Monsieur  Servian's  admiration 
for  me  ?  He  must  see  that  my  ill-humour  has 
some  cause  -,  for,  in  general,  my  temper  is  angelic. 
Shall  I  do  him  the  honour  to  notice  his  indif- 
ference V 

Impatient  of  seeing  Raoul  steadfast  in  his  re- 
verie, she  determined  to  interrupt  it.  The  Co- 
lonel was  playing  chess  with  Servian  j  Felix 
had  just  left  the  drawing-room  ;  and  the  delight- 
ful widow  considered  the  moment  opportune  to 
express  her  vexation. 

"  Will  you  initiate  me  into  the  subject  of  your 
mysterious  meditations?"  said  she.  "  They  must 
be  highly  interesting,  to  make  you  so  completely 
forget  your  reputation  as  a  gallant !" 

Raoul  had  expected  this  attack;  indeed,  to 
provoke  it  was  the  object  of  his  proceedings. 
Instead  of  replying,  he  affected  embarrassment, 
to  enhance  the  curiosity  of  Estelle. 

"  Believe  me,  my  thoughts  are  unworthy 
your  attention,"  said  he. 
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^^  That  is  not  the  question/'  replied  she. 
"What  is  it  thus  absorbs  you?  I  have  the 
presumption  to  think  that  I  am  partly  the  cause, 
and,  therefore,  wish  to  know." 

^^  My  thoughts  can  never  be  uninfluenced  by 
yoM,"  replied  Raoul. 

"  A  compliment,  when  I  required  an  answer.^^ 

"  My  acquiescence,  madam,  might  offend  you." 

'^  Your  rebellion  far  more  surely  !" 

"  You  will  certainly  scold  me,  but  I  have  re- 
solved to  confess  my  errors,  though  already 
ashamed  of  having  so  silly  a  story  to  relate/' 

^^  You  are  determined,  I  see,  to  exhaust  my 
patience,"  cried  Estelle. 

^^A  most  wonderful  and  unparallelled  affair,^' 
said  Tonayrion,  assuming,  ironically  the  style  of 
Madame  de  Sevigne.  In  speaking  of  the  mar- 
riage of  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  "  I  have  a  duel  on 
my  hands  !  And  with  whom,  I  entreat  you  to 
guess  !^' 

"  With  Monsieur  Servian,  perhaps,"  replied 
Estelle. 

"  With  Felix  Cambier  P'—  cried  Raoul,  with 
affected  solemnity. 

«  With  Felix  ?"  exclaimed  Estelle,  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence. 
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"  Yes.  He  is  determined  to  fight  with  me/* 
repHed  Monsieur  Tonayrion,  affecting  to  laugh. 

"  Have  you  quarrelled  then  V 

'^  I  suppose  I  must  smite  my  breast — and  say 
my  med  culpa,'*  replied  he,  ^^  But  who  could  have 
expected  a  mere  child  to  be]  so  very  punctilious  ! 
Yesterday,  madam,  thanks  to  a  sprain  I  got  out 
shooting,  the  chivalrous  youth  obtained  the  rose 
I  would  fain  have  won  at  the  price  of  my  blood. 
Cruelly  disappointed,  for  my  ill-humour  on  that 
occasion  I  solicit  your  charity.  A  few  hours 
later,  having  encountered  my  hero  in  the  park, 
who  was  triumphantly  sporting  your  rose  in  his 
button-hole,  I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  my 
imagination  benevolently  conceded  him  the  ten 
years  wanting  to  his  manhood  ;  and  instead  of  a 
child,  I  chose  to  consider  him  a  rival/^ 

"  You  insulted  him  then  V  said  Estelle,  anxi- 
ously. 

*^  I  do  not  exactly  remember  my  words ;  but 
they  must  have  appeared  disrespectful  to  the  rhe- 
torician, for  he  thereupon  rode  the  high  horse,  and 
heroically  proposed  to  cut  each  other's  throats." 

"  And  you  accepted  his  proposal?" 

'^  How  could  I  do  otherwise  ?" 

"  You  were  in  the  wrong,  and  ought   to   have 
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immediately  oflfered  an  apology  to  Monsieur 
Cambier." 

^*  If  indeed,  madam,  I  ought  to  have  done  so ; 
I  am  unfortunately  ignorant  of  the  terms  usual  in 
such  concessions/' 

"  I  will  teach  you  then/^  quickly  rejoined 
Madame  de  Caussade ;  "  you  cannot  suppose  I 
will  suffer  this  senseless  quarrel  to  have  any  evil 
consequences  ?  Even  had  FeUx  been  the  aggres- 
sor, you  ought  to  have  taken  steps  of  conciliation, 
for  he  is  a  mere  child,  and  you  a  man  !  But  being 
in  the  wrong,  not  to  admit  it,  would  be  mon- 
strous. Fight  with  him  ?  you  cannot  be  serious ! 
Suppose  you  kill  or  wound  that  poor  young  man, 
a  splendid  victory,  forsooth  ! — The  idea  of  such  a 
contest  is  degrading.  I  forbid  you  to  fight.  Mon- 
sieur Tonayrion ! — Obey  me,  or  I  will  never  see 
your  face  again. ^' — 

This  menace,  sufficient  to  freeze  the  heart  of  a 
man  really  in  love,  seemed  to  produce  the  contrary 
effect  upon  Tonayrion.—  '^  You  are  right,  madam,^^ 
said  he,  "  reprove  me — ill  use  me — punish  me,  I 
deserve  it! — I  am  rash  I  know, — hasty,  irritable,  in 
short  I  have  a  thousand  defects  of  character,  and 
am  far  from  checking  them  as  I  ought,  and  jea- 
lousy being  now  added  to  my  natural  impetuosity, 
I  have  no  hope  of  attaining  milder  dispositions. 
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But  though  I  do  not  promise  to  tame  down  my 
rashness  of  character^  let  me  assure  you  that  I 
am  neither  obstinate  nor  deaf  to  the  voice  of  rea- 
son. I  did  not  wait  your  remonstrances  to  repent 
my  folly  of  yesterday.  I  admit  that  a  duel  with 
Monsieur  Felix  Cambier  is  of  the  utmost  absur- 
dity. To  make  the  contest  equal,  we  ought  to 
fight  with  penknives  as  at  school ;  and  if  by  acci- 
dent I  killed  him  how  should  I  forgive  myself  for 
staining  my  hand  with  the  blood  of  a  child  ?  T  see 
the  affair  exactly  in  the  same  light  as  yourself; 
but  having  gone  so  far,  how  can  I  retract  V — 

"  Had  you  an  adversary  of  your  own  age 
I  could  understand  these  scruples,"  replied 
Estelle.  '^  Be  assured  that,  had  not  your  conduct 
been  irreproachable,  I  am  not  a  woman  to  urge 
you  to  an  act  of  weakness  ;  but  with  a  school-boy 
like  Monsieur  Felix,  what  risk  is  there  for  your 
honour  ?  To  offer  him  an  apology,  is  in  fact 
to  spare  his  life." 

"  Too  true,"  rejoined  the  gallant  Raoul.  "  You 
talk  like  an  angel,  and  I  have  nothing  to  urge  in 
reply.  But  how  am  I  to  accost  Monsieur  Cam- 
bier with,  sir,  I  ask  your  pardon  for  all  I  said, 
and  did  yesterday  ?  I  should  laugh  outright,  not 
to  his  beard,  for  he  has  none,  but  to  his  nose. 
How,  therefore  am  I  to  act  ?     It  is  impossible  to 
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treat  him  seriously.  Even  in  looking  at  him,  I 
never  can  divest  myself  of  the  idea  of  themes  and 
rhetoric;  yet  an  honourable  apology  must  not 
degenerate  into  buffoonery.  No,  madam  !  I  have 
a  scheme  which  I  trust  will  satisfy  you.  The  duel 
shall  take  place,  but  without  danger  to  my  juve- 
nile opponent,  for  having  received  his  shot,  I  will 
fire  in  the  air," 

"  Hazard  your  life  ? — What  madness  !"•— said 
Estelle. 

^'  No  great  fear  from  such  an  antagonist,^'  said 
Tonayrion,  with  an  air  of  scorn. 

^'  Who  can  say ! — No,  no, — I  will  not  suffer  you 
to  expose  yourself  to  the  least  chance  of  danger  for 
such  nonsense.  Since  you  have  not  sufficient  hu- 
mility to  make  a  proper  apology,  I  shall  do  it  in 
your  name." 

Raoul  had  now  perfectly  succeeded  in  his 
object ;  but  so  far  from  allowing  the  lady  to  per- 
ceive it,  he  grew  more  intractable  than  ever,  nor 
was  it  till  Madame  de  Caussade  issued  her  com- 
mands in  the  most  peremptory  manner  that  he 
could  be  forced  to  submit. 

"  I  see  how  it  is!'"  cried  he  at  last;  "I  must 
obey,  but  since  you  deign  to  assert  your  empire 
over  me,  give  me  at  least  some  danger  to  encoun- 
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ter,  some  enterprise  worthy  of  us  both,  to  ab- 
solve me." 

^^  Some  giant  to  cleave  asunder, — some  captive 
princess  to  deliver  !'*  cried  EsteUe  with  a  smile. 
"Be  content !  The  more  distasteful  a  sacrifice  the 
more  it  honours  us.  From  any  other  man,  I 
might  exact  a  feat  of  courage ;  from  you  I  only 
ask  an  act  of  reason." 

The  handsome  Raoul  bowed  profoundly  to  the 
compliment,  in  token  of  his  absolute  submission. 
^' I  would  rather,'*  said  he,  ''go  to  Africa,  and 
bring  you  back  half  a  dozen  Arabs'  heads.  But 
since  I  can  but  obey,  go,  madam,  to  Monsieur 
Felix  Cambier  in  my  name,  and  say  all  that  you 
consider  proper.^' 

Tonayrion  pronounced  the  name  with  such  con- 
temptuous affectation,  that  a  smile  hovered  upon 
the  lips  of  EsteUe.  Convinced  that  her  admirer 
did  himself  extreme  violence,  the  young  widow 
experienced  a  gratification  similar  to  the  pleasure 
of  Omphale  in  beholding  Hercules  spinning  at  her 
feet. 

*'  What  empire  I  possess,  over  him"— thought 
she,  "  I  did  not  expect  to  find  the  lion  so  readily 
muzzled.'^  Rejoicing  in  the  despotism  charac- 
terizing too  many  a  female  temper,  EsteUe  now 
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began  to  reflect  upon  the  mission  of  peace  with 
which  she  was  charged.  She  resolved  not  to 
consult  the  Colonel.  Spoiled  children  adore 
their  parents,  but  seldom  have  recourse  to  their 
advice ;  and  in  this  case,  Es telle  was  no  excep- 
tion to  the  rule.  She  hesitated,  however,  about 
addressing  herself  at  once  to  Felix  ;  not  that  she 
doubted  a  favourable  result,  but  she  was  afraid 
of  flattering  his  vanity;  "  He  considers  himself  a 
man  already ;  and  I  must  take  care  not  to  encou- 
rage his  presumption,"  said  she.  Still  Servian  re- 
mained, whose  interest  in  young  Cambier  was  en- 
creased  by  his  double  capacity  of  guardian  and 
uncle;  and  after  much  cogitation,  Madame  de 
Caussade  resolved,  that  it  should  be  to  him  and 
him  alone,  she  would  refer  the  matter.  After 
the  bitter  contempt  she  had  exhibited  for  the  two 
preceding  days,  the  prospect  of  such  an  interview 
was  anything  but  agreeable. 

Next  day,  when,  after  breakfast,  the  Colonel  in- 
vited his  guests  as  usual  to  adjourn  to  the  billiard- 
room,  his  daughter  approached  Monsieur  Servian. 
"  I  wish  to  say  a  word  to  you,  and  will  wait  for 
you  in  the  garden,^'  said  she,  and  in  spite  of  his 
forty  years  of  age,  and  habitual  presence  of 
mind,  the  worthy  man  was  strangely  agitated  by 
the  invitation.     He  suppressed  his  feelings,  how- 
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ever,  and  followed  his  companions  into  the  bil- 
liard-room, where  the  Colonel  and  Monsieur 
Tonayrion  had  already  commenced  playing ;  then, 
unobserved,  glided  quietly  out  of  the  room  and 
descended  into  the  garden. 

Estelle  was  walking  in  the  avenue  of  chestnut- 
trees,  connecting  the  park  with  the  house ;  on  one 
side  of  which  was  a  green  walk,  and  on  the  other 
a  high  wall.  At  the  sight  of  her  former  admirer, 
who  was  advancing  eagerly  towards  her,  she  assu- 
med a  coolness  of  demeanour  calculated  to  dispel 
any  illusions  in  which  he  might  have  indulged. 
The  change  was  not  lost  upon  Servian. 

^^  I  came  hither,  madam,^'  said  he,  ^*in  com- 
pliance with  your  wishes/' 

^^  That  you  may  not  misinterpret  my  inten- 
tions," she  replied,  ^'  I  must  premise  that  the 
subject  upon  which  I  have  to  consult  you,  re- 
gards neither  you  nor  myself.^^ 

"  I  was  already  aware  of  it,  madam,"  said 
Servian,  coldly,  "  It  is  therefore  needless  to  allude 
to  hopes  which  have  no  existence/^ 

"  Are  you  aware,''  resumed  the  young  widow, 
^*  of  the  duel  which  is  to  take  place  between  Mon- 
sieur Felix  and  Monsieur  Tonayrion  V 

Servian  bowed  an  affirmative. 
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*^  In  that  case  I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  as 
I  feel  convinced  you  will  exert  yourself  to  pre- 
vent it." 

"  On  what  grounds  ?  ^'  inquired  Servian, 
coolly. 

'^  What  grounds  ?'^  exclaimed  Estelle,  ^^  a 
duel  which  perils  the  life  of  your  nephew  ?" — 

'^  My  nephew  was  not  the  aggressor,  madam. 
Were  Felix  in  the  wrong  he  should  acknowledge  it  ; 
but  on  the  contrary,  it  is  he  who  has  been 
insulted."' 

'^  Insulted  }"  retorted  Estelle,  scornfully,  "  a 
child  like  him  I"— 

^^  So  little  a  child,  madam,  that  he  is  already  a 
soldier." 

'^  Child  or  not,  he  cannot  think  seriously  of 
fighting!" 

"  So  seriously,  that  any  attempt  on  my  part 
to  prevent  him,  would  be  useless.  You,  yourself 
madam,  I  believe,  would  be  unsuccessful." 

"  We  will  see  !"  said  Estelle.  "  Meantime, 
though  I  can  understand  Monsieur  Felix  being 
carried  away  by  the  presumption  natural  to  his 
age,  yet  you.  Sir,  who  can  be  accused  of  neither 
imprudence  nor  temerity,  do  you  not  tremble  at 
the  disparity  of  such  an  encounter  ?" 

"  I  am  not  aware  of  any  great  disparity  !" 
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^^You  suppose  the  chances  even  betwixt  the 
Monsieur  Tonayrion  and  your  nephew  V 

'^  On  the  contrary,  I  think  them  most  unequal." 

"  Explain  yourself,  I  entreat  you,"  said  Estelle 
eagerly. 

Servian  fixed  a  penetrating  eye  upon  her  fiace— - 
"  Allow  me  to  ask  you/'  said  he,  '^  how  you  be- 
came acquainted  with  their  project  ?" 

"  He,  himself  informed  me  of  it,''  said  she, 
precipitately. 

^^  Felix?" 

"  No — Monsieur  Tonayrion  !" 

Servian  smiled, 

"  Doubtless,"  he  replied,  after  a  pause  — 
"  Monsieur  Tonayrion  is  apprised  of  your  in- 
terference ?" 

*^  I  require  no  authority,"  said  she,  ''  for  what 
appears  to  be  humane  and  equitable.  It  is  true, 
that  having  forced  Monsieur  Tonayrion  to  divulge 
the  circumstances  of  this  deplorable  quarrel,  I 
made  him  listen  to  reason.  Am  I  to  be  less  suc- 
cessful with  yourself  ?" 

Servian  made  no  reply. 

"  In  that  case,"  coolly  replied  Servian,  "  you 
will  be  entitled  to  consider  Monsieur  Tonayrion 
as  much  my  superior  in  amenity  and  docility  as 
in  courage  and  chivalrous  exploits." 
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Confused  by  this  frank  allusion,  Estelle  could 
hardly  disguise  her  embarrassment.  But  luckily 
their  tcte  a  tete  was  just  then  interrupted  by  the 
sudden  approach  of  young  Cambier. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Having  noticed  his  uncle's  mysterious  exit  from 
the  billiard-room,  the  young  cadet  seized  the  first 
opportunity  of  follo\\-ing  him ;  and  on  discovering 
the  lady  of  his  thoughts  alone  with  Servian,  in  a 
seclusion  marvellously  suited  to  the  most  confi- 
dential affection,  jealousy  became  the  uppermost 
feeling  in  his  heart. 

Notwithstanding,  however,  his  strong  inclina- 
tion to  intrude  upon  their  interview,  his  courage 
would  have  failed,  had  not  a  friendly  sign  beck- 
oned him  towards  them. 

The  conversation  had  taken  a  turn  far  from 
agreeable  to  the  young  widow,  and  she  resolved 
to  admit  a  third  party,  in  order  to  exhibit  to  the 
uncle  the  influence  she  had  dared  to  assert  over 
his  nephew. 
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"  You  are  just  come  in  time.    We  were  at  that 
moment  talking  of  you,'*  said  she. 

"  Of  me,    madam  V*  exclaimed  Cambier,  some- 
what surprised. 

"  We  were  discussing  your  quarrel  with  Mon- 
sieur TonayrLon/'  replied  Estelle,  affecting  to 
laugh.  "  Know  that  I  have  taken  the  part  of  the 
dove^  as  bearer  of  an  olive  branch.  I  cannot 
allow  so  absurd  a  quarrel  to  destroy  the  harmony 
existing  between  two  men  mutually  entitled  to 
each  other's  esteem.  I  have  already  reprimanded 
Monsieur  Tonayrion,  who  acknowledges  him- 
self to  be  in  the  wrong ;  and  I  expect  the  same 
candour  from  you.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I 
am  the  bearer  of  formal  excuses  from  your  ad- 
versary. There  is  nothing  wanting  to  the  treaty 
of  peace  but  your  sign  manual,  which  I  hereby 
require.^' 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  Felix  as  she  spoke  ; 
but,  instead  of  signing  the  treaty  of  peace  with 
his  lips,  he  retreated,  as  if  afraid  of  yielding  to 
the  temptation. 

"  Under  any  other  circumstances,  madam,^' 
said  he,  "  I  should  have  been  proud  to  obey  you. 
In  this  case,  it  is  impossible.  I  have  been  in- 
sulted." 

"  Believe  me,  you  attribute  intentions  to  Mon- 
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sieur  Tonayrion  he  never  entertained.  Ought  a 
man  of  your  age  to  take  exception  at  a  few  hasty 
words  calculated  only  to  offend  a  child  \" — 

"  A  child  V  reiterated  FeUx,  who,  suspecting 
personality  in  the  word,  could  not  hear  it  with  in- 
difference. 

"  Yes,  I  maintain/'  said  Estelle,  ^^  that  chil- 
dren alone  take  offence  at  trifles  ;  and,  since  you 
are  a  man,  I  appeal  to  your  reason .'' 

'^  What  you  are  pleased  to  term  a  trifle,  ma- 
dam, is,  in  mi/  eyes,  an  outrageous  insult,  only  to 
be  effaced  by  blood.  —  You  cannot  surely  be 
aware  that  he  tore  your  rose  out  of  my  button- 
hole ?^^ 

^^  Is  that  all  P'^  said  Madame  de  Caussade,  with 
an  engaging  smile.  *^  The  act  was  certainly  re- 
prehensible, but  not  without  a  remedy.  Are 
there  not  plenty  of  roses  to  be  had  ?" 

And  stepping  towards  a  flower  border,  she  ga- 
thered a  beautiful  rose  and  placed  it  in  his  button- 
hole with  most  captivating  courtesy. 

The  wild  pulsation  of  his  heart,  while  her  lovely 
hand  lightly  touched  his  bosom  in  adjusting  the 
precious  flower,  rendered  resistance  impossible. 

"  Wear  it  in  all  surety  !?'  said  she,  '^  Nobody 
wfll  dare  remove  it.^^ 

^^  They  must  first  deprive  me  of  my  life  !"  cried 
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poor  Felix  in  deep  emotion  ;  on  perceiving  which, 
Estelle  felt  herself  victorious. 

^*  Thus  ends  this  terrible  grievance/'  said  she, 
in  an  insinuating  tone.  "  You  will  not  now  refuse 
my  request  !*' 

"  A  request,  madam  V  said  Felix,  as  if  waking 
from  a  dream. 

"  Hush,  hush — all  is  at  an  end !"  said  she, 
holding  forth  her  hand. 

'^  With  Monsieur  Tonayrion?  No,  madam!" 
exclaimed  Felix. — "  Even  your  graciousness  can- 
not efface  the  recollection  of  his  insolence.'' 

"  Not  when  a  woman  implores  you,  Felix,  and 
extends  her  hand  towards  you  in  his  name  ?" 
said  Estelle,  artfully  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word. 

Unable  to  resist  her  eloquent  and  persuasive 
smiles,  poor  Felix  offered  his  hand  in  return,  which 
Estelle  eagerly  clasped. 

"  You  pledge  me  your  word  of  honour,"  said 
she,  ^^  to  forget  this  ridiculous  quarrel,  and  live  as 
formerly  with  Monsieur  Tonayrion?" 

*'  O  madam!  reflect  up  on  what  you  exact !" 
cried  Felix,  trying  feebly  to  withdraw  his  hand. 

"  I  exact  nothing — I  only  implore  you,"  persisted 
she,  with  a  look  so  persuasive,  as  it  would  indeed 
have  been  difficult  to  resist  ;  and  young  Cambier 

VOL.  III.  F 
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accordingly  replied  in  a  faint  voice — ^^  Your  com- 
mands, madam,  are  sacred/' 

"  Thanks !  thanks  !"  said  Estelle,  pressing  his 
hand — ^'  I  shall  not  forget  your  acquiescence. 
And  now,  my  gallant  Knight  of  the  Rose,  let 
us  no  longer  detain  you.     Continue  your  walk." 

This  abrupt  dismissal  somewhat  disconcerted 
the  cadet,  who  bowed  in  silence  and  departed, 
eager  to  avoid  the  significant  looks  of  his  uncle. 

Servian,  who  truly  loved  his  nephew,  had 
feared  the  chances  of  the  duel.  In  exhibiting  his 
skill  as  a  marksman,  he  had  no  other  view  than 
that  of  inducing  his  adversary  to  a  pacific  ar- 
rangement; and  the  matter  being  adjusted,  he  no 
longer  affected  punctilios  with  regard  to  any 
want  of  ceremony  in  the  reparation  to  which  Ma- 
dame de  Caussade  had  contributed  her  all-power- 
ful diplomacy.  Though  not  in  the  regular  form, 
the  apology  of  Monsieur  Tonayrion  was  not  the 
less  complete.  In  fact,  Servian  would  have  ad- 
vised his  nephew  to  accept  it,  but  that  he  was  sa- 
tisfied the  prayers  of  a  pretty  woman  would  have 
more  influence  with  a  youth  of  eighteen,  than  the 
lectures  of  an  uncle. 

No  sooner  was  Felix  gone,  than  Estelle  turned 
towards  her  old  admirer. 

"  Well,  sir  V  said  she,  rather  haughtily. 
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Servian  bowed  with  a  significant  smile.  "  I 
confess  I  was  wrong  in  questioning  your  influ- 
ence/' said  he.  "  It  is  the  first  time,  and  it  shall 
be  the  last.  I  now  think  any  thing  possible, 
even  ■ •" 

"  Even  ?" — demanded  Estelle,  as  he  did  not 
choose  to  terminate  his  observation, 

"  Even  the  existence  of  the  courage  with 
which  your  imagination  has  so  munificently  en- 
dowed Monsieur  Tonayrion,"  said  Servian,  coolly 
completing  the  phrase. 

A  vivid  blush  pervaded  the  cheeks  of  Estelle. 

"  I  am  aware  that  Monsieur  Tonayrion  has  not 
the  good  fortune  to  please  you/'  said  she,  with  an 
embarrassed  smile.  "  It  is  true  he  has  not  be- 
haved well  to  your  nephew,  but  he  has  offered 
reparation.  With  respect  to  yourself,  you  are 
unjust  in  your  antipathy.  How  has  he  offended 
you  ?" 

By  a  single  look,  Servian  made  her  feel  the  im- 
possibility of  ensnaring  him  into  the  avowals  she 
had  anticipated. 

^*  Grant  me  a  moment's  attention,  madam," 
said  he,  in  a  tone  of  affection,  which  partook  more 
of  the  tenderness  of  a  father,  than  the  passion  of 
a  lover.  "  I  did  not  solicit  this  interview ;  but 
since  you  have  granted  it,  let  me  profit  by  it  to 
F  2 
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offer  a  word  of  advice.-— Forget,  if  you  can, 
my  admiration  of  you,  or  that  I  ever  solicited 
your  hand  in  marriage.  Consider  me  as  the 
faithful  friend  of  your  father — as  one  whose  de- 
votion to  you  is  sincere,  although  you  affect  to 
despise  it ;  of  which  I  am  giving  you  a  proof,  at 
the  chance  of  increasing  your  aversion  towards 
me.  I  am  told  you  are  to  marry  Monsieur  To- 
nayrion" — 

'^  Who  told  you  so?"  angrily  interrupted  Es- 
telle. 

"  No  matter.  The  result  is,  that  you  have 
been  more  than  uncourteous  towards  me  for  some 
days  past.  Other  men  might  resent  your  con- 
duct: but  my  regard  is  unchanged.  Could  I, 
however,  entertain  a  rancorous  feeling  against 
you,  I  should  exult  in  this  marriage  :  but  I  love 
you  still,  Estelle,  too  sincerely  to  rejoice  in  such 
revenge.^^ 

^^  You  choose  to  imagine  then,^'  said  Madame 
de  Caussade,  ^^  that  in  marrying  Monsieur  To- 
nayrion  I  should  secure  my  future  misery  V' 

^^Your  happy  temper  would  secure  you,  I 
hope,  from  utter  misery.  But  between  the  ex- 
tremes of  a  life  of  wretchedness  and  one  such  as 
you  dream  of,  are  many  intervening  degrees ;  and 
what  I  fear  for  you  is,  the  loss  of  those  illusions 
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which  constitute  the  charm  of  your  existence. 
Your  vivid  imagination  dehghts  to  adorn  with 
purple  and  gold  the  graceless  object  of  its  pre- 
ference. Monsieur  Tonayrion  is  now  a  hero  in 
your  eyes.  But  his  heroism  exists  in  your  own 
soul,  rather  than  in  that  of  your  idol.  So  in- 
secure is  the  plumage  of  this  superb  peacock,  that, 
one  by  one,  his  feathers  will  fall,  on  a  more  in- 
timate acquaintance.  All  will  disappear, — mind 
— heart — courage  \'^ 

"  There  is  no  man  perfect ! "  cried  Estelle,  in- 
terrupting him.  "  But  I  have  the  utmost  faith  in 
the  superiority  of  Monsieur  Tonayrion.  I  do  not 
compare  his  abilities  with  yours ;  but  as  to  cou- 
rage, it  is  a  plume,  to  use  your  own  metaphor, 
that  no  one  dare  pluck  from  his  wing  !" 

"  Pardon  me!"  said  Servian,  coldly.  "  I,  for 
one,  am  so  presumptuous.^' 

'''  You  !"  exclaimed  the  young  widow,  affecting 
a  laugh. 

'^  I,  madam  ! — I  am  prepared  to  fling  your 
hero  from  his  pedestal.^' 

Attributing  such  a  vaunt  to  the  madness  of 
jealousy,  Madame  de  Caussade  felt  something 
almost  amounting  to  compassion  for  her  old 
admirer. 

"  Let  us    talk   of  something   else,"  said   she 
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kindly,  avoiding  for  once  her  propensity  to  sar- 
casm. '*  Though  slow  to  take  advice,  I  feel  that 
an  old  friend  is  entitled  to  offer  it.  But  I  deal  in 
no  mysteries ;  and  unless  you  have  some  positive 
charge  to  make  against  Monsieur  Tonayrion,  I 
cannot  listen  to  your  objections.^' 

^'  Were  you  bargaining  for  a  suit  of  diamonds, 
and  some  one  were  to  tell  you  that  the  stones 
were  imitation,  would  you  buy  them  without 
ascertaining  their  real  value  ?^' — said  Servian. 

"  You  seem  resolved  to  speak  to  day  in  para- 
bles," retorted  Estelle.  "  Just  now,  a  pea- 
cock's tail,  —  now,  precious  stones  ! — I  thank 
you  for  your  advice,  which  is  doubtless  well 
intended;  but,  rely  upon  it,  I  shall  be  as 
particular  in  the  choice  of  my  husband  as  in 
the  purchase  of  my  jewels.  Whatever  idea  you 
may  have  formed  of  my  giddiness  or  lightness 
of  heart,  believe  me,  that  when  requisite,  I  can 
be  serious.  I  never  gave  you  the  right  to  sup- 
pose that  my  consent  was  to  be  obtained  with 
such  facihty  V 

This  bitter  allusion  to  her  former  rejection  of 
Servian,  put  an  end  to  the  interview. 

Madame  de  Caussade  abruptly  retired  into  the 
house. 

"  She  is  really  attached,  then,  to  this  man  ?' — 
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mused  poor  Servian  when  she  had  disappeared  ; 
^*  and  all  this  beauty^  wit^  and  grace,  are  to  fall 
into  the  hands  of  a  blusterer  !  No,  no  ! — I  must 
and  will  unmask  him,  however  ungrateful  she 
may  be  for  ray  interference/' 

Estelle,  meanwhile,  in  spite  of  her  recent  as- 
surance, was  beginning  to  entertain  doubts  hitherto 
unknown. — 

"Though  Monsieur  Servian's  jealousy  may 
induce  distrust  of  his  opinion,  I  must  allow  that 
all  he  says  is  just  and  reasonable  !  Tonayrion's 
charm,  in  my  eyes,  is  his  intrepidity ;  yet  what 
proof  have  I  of  his  courage  V 

It  happened  that,  on  the  following  day,  an 
unforeseen  chance  furnished  Estelle  with  ^in 
opportunity  of  forming  her  own  observations 
on  the  subject. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 

The  property  of  the  Colonel  was  divided  from 
the  royal  forest  of  Compiegne  by  a  raised  fence 
in  rather  a  neglected  condition ;  in  the  rear  of 
which,  was  a  series  of  traps  intended  as  a  defence 
against  those  larger  kinds  of  game  with  which  the 
forest  abounds.  Felix,  who  had  been  wandering 
about  the  woods  accompanied  by  his  favourite  dog, 
was  returning  home,  when,  on  the  day  in  ques- 
tion, on  passing  along  this  fence,  he  suddenly 
started  back  : — a  full-grown  wolf  had  been  caught 
in  one  of  the  traps  ;  from  which,  with  fiery  eyes 
and  foaming  mouth,  he  was  endeavouring  in  vain 
to  extricate  himself.  No  sooner  did  the  dog 
perceive  this  formidable  animal,  than  he  sent 
forth  a  frightful  yell,  and  lowering  his  ears,  took 
the   road  to  the  kennel.     The  wolf,  meanwhile. 
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redoubled  his  efforts  to  escape ;  while  Felix,  who 
had  advanced  too  near,  involuntarily  retreated 
from  so  disagreeable  a  neighbourhood. 

"  O  this  infernal  palpitation  of  the  heart  !" 
exclaimed  the  young  soldier, — "  shall  I  never  ac- 
quire self-possession ;  or  is  the  instinct  of  self- 
preservation  ignobly  and  odiously  developed  in 
my  nature?" — 

Amid  all  his  emotion,  he  slipped  two  bullets 
into  his  gun,  and  levelled  it  at  the  exterminator 
of  flocks,  who  stood  at  bay  and  ground  his  teeth. 
Upon  examining  the  trap,  Felix  found  that  escape 
was  impossible  ;  and  convinced  upon  this  point, 
scorning  to  kill  a  defenceless  enemy,  he  quickly 
returned  to  the  house  where  they  were  finishing 
their  breakfast. 

"  Tande  venientibus  ossa/'  said  the  Colonel. 

^^  We  waited  for  you  full  a  quarter  of  an  hour," 
added  Estelle ;  ^'  but  concluded  you  were  deter- 
mined to  fill  your  game  bag  '' 

"  To  contain  the  game  I  had  the  luck  to  find,^^ 
said  Felix,  with  an  air  of  importance,  "  a  sack,  at 
least,  would  have  been  required.^' 

"A  sack!"  exclaimed  his  uncle.  "Why,  what 
was  it? — a  fox, — a  reindeer, — a  wild  boar?" — 

"A  wolf,  an  enormous  wolf,  entrapped    near 
the  Cossack's  Grave,"  replied  young  Cambier. 
f3 
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"  A  wolf  ? — I  hope  you  did  not  kill  it,"  cried 
Madame  de  Caussade. 

'^  The  life  of  the  prisoner  was  respected,'' 
replied  Felix,  with  a  smile. 

*^  Apply  the  law  of  nations  to  a  wolf  ?  Why, 
what  is  there  to  be  done  but  kill  him  ?"  cried 
Colonel  Herbelin. 

"  Keep  him,"  said  Estelle.  "  We  will  place 
him  opposite  Mustapha^s  kennel.  Monsieur  Felix, 
finish  your  breakfast  quickly,  that  I  may  visit 
this  wonderful  animal. — Is  he  fierce  ?" 

"  He  has  rather  a  fine  countenance,"  replied 
young  Cambier.  "  The  dog,  however,  was  not  of 
the  same  opinion,  for  he  ignobly  turned  tail/' 

^'  And  you  really  want  to  preserve  him  ?"  said 
the  Colonel  to  his  daughter.  ''  He  may  prove  an 
untoward  neighbour  for  Mustapha." 

"  Mustapha  is  growing  fat  and  sleepy, — the  wolf 
will  rouse  his  courage,"  said  Estelle.  "  People 
keep  monkeys,  tiger-cats,  and  parrots,  by  way 
of  pets,  why  not  a  wolf? — It  is  less  common  !" 

^^  But  do  you  imagine  Sir  Wolf  will  be  com- 
plaisant enough  to  leave  his  trap  without  making 
use  of  his  magnificent  grinders  ?"  said  the  old 
soldier. 

^'  We  can  muzzle  him  for  security." 

"  We — who  do  you  mean  by  ^  We  '  ?" — said  the 
Colonel,  incredulously. 
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"  A  wolf  is  not  much  more  dangerous  than  a 
bear/'  said  Monsieur  Tonayrion. 

"  Do  you  pretend  to  say  then,  that  you  have 
muzzled  a  bear  V  asked  Madame  de  Caussade, 
laughing. — 

^'And  capital  sport  it  was/'  replied  Raoul. 
"At  a  village  festival,  the  proprietor  of  a 
collection  of  animals,  before  which  stood  the 
wondering  multitude,  accidentally  allowed  brown 
Bruin  to  make  his  escape ;  and  immediately  all 
the  dancers,  gensd'arme,  national  guards,  and 
children,  took  to  their  heels/^ 

"  Except  yourself,^'  observed  Estelle. 

"Except  myself,"  said  Tonayrion.  "I  went 
straight  up  to  him,  when  he  immediately  assumed 
the  usual  martial  attitude  of  the  bear,  opening 
his  arms  as  if  wishing  to  hug  me  to  his  heart. 
Adroitly  slipping  on  one  side,  I  thrust  his  snout 
into  the  cocked  hat  of  a  gend'arme  who  had 
most  ignominiously  taken  flight;  whereupon  he 
rolled  about,  hopped  first  on  one  leg,  then  on 
the  other,  waltzing  with  me  all  the  time.  But 
his  efforts  were  fruitless ;  for  I  held  the  cocked 
hat  tight  by  the  corners,  and  waltzed  him  tri- 
umphantly back  to  his  cage.  He  is  not  perhaps 
the  first  bear  who  ever  assumed  the  tricoloured 
cockade.^' 
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"Bouncer!"  muttered  Felix,  who  was  diving 
into  the  rich  contents  of  a  Perigord  pie ;  "  I  believe 
the  story  of  the  bear,  about  as  much  as  that  of 
the  ghost  and  the  Arabs/' 

^'  Make  haste.  Monsieur  Felix,"  said  Estelle 
impatiently ;  "  we  are  waiting  for  you." 

All  now  ran  from  table,  and,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  Colonel,  sallied  forth  to  pay  their  visit 
of  condolence  to  the  imprisoned  wolf. 

As  the  inquisitive  group  respectfully  surrounded 
the  prisoner,  he  assumed  a  dignified,  as  well  as 
menacing  attitude. 

"  This,  then,  is  the  ferocious  beast!"  said  Es- 
telle, examining  the  crouching  attitude  of  the 
captive.  *^Why  Mustapha  would  strangle  him 
in  a  minute  !" 

"  I  doubt  it,  madam,"  said  Servian. 

"You  doubt  what?" — abruptly  inquired  the 
young  widow. 

"  I  own  I  have  always  suspected,''  said  Tonay- 
rion,  "that  wolves  enjoy  a  gratuitous  reputa- 
tion. What  is  a  wolf,  after  all,  but  a  wild  kind  of 
dog  ?  That  he  frightens  silly  sheep,  I  can  under- 
stand. But  it  is  too  absurd  for  men  to  stand  in 
awe  of  such  an  animal." 

'*  Armed  with  cold  iron,"  said  Felix,  senten- 
tiously,  "  man  ought  not  to  flinch  before  any 
beast,  however  ferocious." 


THE  COSSACK'S  GRAVE.  109 

<^  Cold  iron  T'  scornfully  retorted  Raoul.  "  Ay! 
to  attack  a  rhinoceros  or  an  elephant  !  But  one 
bestows  a  hearty  kick  upon  a  wolf^  and  there  is 
an  end  of  him  V 

•'You  ought  to  have  been  born  a  shepherd/' 
said  Estelle^  laughing  ;  "  your  flock  would  be  well 
protected.  And  so  you  really  would  attack  a 
wolf,  unarmed  ?^' 

"  I  cannot  swear  to  anything,  madam.  Who 
knows  ?  perhaps  I  might  run  away  like  my  neigh- 
bours. Once  I  remember,  I  had  an  affair  with  a 
lion.  But  it  is  not  every  day  one  feels  disposed 
for  such  adventures." 

'^You  had  an  affair  with  a  lion?" — exclaimed 
Felix  and  Madame  de  Caussade. 

"  Unarmed  ?^' — added  Servian,  assuming  an  air 
of  profound  amazement. 

"  I  need  not  tell  you  that  the  scene  took  place 
in  Africa,^'  resumed  Raoul,  with  an  air  of  ingen- 
uousness calculated  to  impart  an  air  of  probability 
to  the  most  improbable  narration.  "  Some  officers 
of  Spahis,  several  colonists  of  the  Mitidja,  and 
myself,  had  engaged  in  a  hunting  party,  which  took 
us  to  the  foot  of  Mount  Atlas.  At  the  end  of  the 
third  day,  we  found  ourselves  at  the  entrance  of  a 
lonely  and  sultry  valley.  Suddenly,  a  horrible 
roaring  was  heard  in  the  distance.      '  A  lion !  a 
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lion!'  was  the  general  shout;  and  we  forgot  at 
once  our  exhaustion  and  thirst.  Every  man 
looked  to  his  arms,  and  we  set  off  at  a  gallop. 
Thanks  to  the  mettle  of  my  horse,  as  well  as 
the  metal  of  my  spurs,  I  soon  got  a  head,  and 
distanced  my  companions.  On  a  sudden,  what 
did  I  behold  among  the  rocks  ?  The  lion  him- 
self,— a  royal  one,  'faith  !  who  would  have  swal- 
lowed up  our  wolf  yonder,  at  a  mouthful.  On 
perceiving  me,  he  sprang  upon  me  with  a  hideous 
roar,  when  I  instantly  discharged  two  balls  into 
his  belly,  which  produced  no  effect. — My  horse 
reared,  and  fell  over,  and  while  I  lay  under 
him  on  the  sand,  the  lion,  probably  an  epicure, 
and  well  aware  of  the  superior  delicacy  of  my 
flesh,  rushed  upon  me,  and  with  one  foot  pressing 
down  my  mangled  chest,  stood  gaping  over  me 
with  his  crimson  gullet,  looking  like  the  en- 
trance of  Satan's  paradise  below. — With  one  leg 
under  the  horse,  my  position  was  critical.  But, 
seizing  my  yatagan,  I  plunged  it  down  the 
dreadful  cavern  in  which  I  feared  to  be  ultimately 
digested.  Had  the  lion  closed  his  jaws,  of  course 
my  fate  was  sure.  Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost ; 
and  with  a  timely  wrench  of  the  wrist,  instead  of 
striking  into  his  throat,  I  turned  the  yatagan  verti- 
cally. The  lion  bit,  as    I    expected ;    forced  the 
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point  through  his  tongue,  while  the  other 
extremity  was  inextricably  fixed  in  his  palate. 
During  his  struggles  to  rid  himself  of  this  inge- 
nious gag,  I  quietly  drew  a  pistol  from  my  holster, 
and  blew  out  his  majesty^s  brains.  Such  was  my 
adventure  with  the  lion  !'' 

"  A  most  ingenious  manoeuvre,  certainly/'  ob- 
served Servian,  with  well-afFected  gravity.  "  If 
1  remember  right,  Roland  had  recourse  to  a  similar 
stratagem.'* 

"  Perhaps  so,''  replied  Raoul,  dryly ;  *^  I  do 
not  claim  the  merit  of  originality.  But  the  lion's 
skin  serves  as  a  rug  in  my  bed-room,  at  this  very 
moment."  • 

During  the  recital  of  this  marvellous  tale,  Es- 
telle  stood  in  less  than  her  usual  admiration  of  the 
feat  of  her  superb  admirer.  ^^  He  must  exaggerate ! " 
thought  she.  '^  His  adventures  are  too  peculiar  ! 
It  is  evident,  Monsieur  Servian  does  not  believe  a 
w^ord  of  this ;  and  as  for  FeUx,  he  is  biting  his 
lips  that  he  may  not  laugh  outright."  Unwillingly 
she  experienced  some  share  of  the  incredulity  so 
evidently  depicted  in  the  faces  of  the  unc'e  and 
nephew.  The  enthusiasm  with  which  till  now  she 
had  looked  upon  the  heroism  of  Monsieur Tonay- 
rion,  gave  way  to  mistrust.  ^^  If  he  should  have 
imposed  upon  me  !"  thought  she,  eyeing  him 
askance. 
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Madame  de  Caussade  possessed  an  almost  virile 
decision  of  character,  such  as  rendered  insupport- 
able those  moving  sands  of  incertitude  from 
which  energetic  spirits  extricate  themselves  at 
every  risk.  To  clear  up  her  doubts,  appeared 
urgent. 

"  Either  he  deceives  me,  or  he  tells  the  truth/' 
said  she ;  "  in  which  case,  the  incredulity  of  Mon- 
sieur Servian  is  an  act  of  impertinence  which  shall 
not  pass  with  impunity." 

Accustomed  from  childhood  to  follow  the  dic- 
tates of  her  caprices,  rather  than  the  routine  usual 
to  her  sex,  she  often  acted  on  the  impulse  of  the 
moment.  Since  she  had  determined  to  submit 
the  courage  of  Raoul  to  the  test  of  the  crucible, 
and  ascertain  whether  it  were  gold  or  lead,  she  had 
remained  silent  and  preoccupied,  as  if  ruminating 
upon  some  extraordinary  project.  Gazing  upon 
the  wolf,  as  if  intent  upon  exasperating  him,  she 
held  up  a  richly  embroidered  cambric  handker- 
chief, such  as  wolves  are  little  accustomed  to  see ; 
then  pretending  sudden  alarm,  dropped  the  deli- 
cate tissue  into  the  hole  in  which  the  wolf  was  en- 
snared. "  My  handkerchief  \"  she  exclaimed, — 
*^  the  brute  will  devour  it  \" — looking  at  the  same 
time  at  Tonayrion,  with  the  air  of  AngeUca  im- 
ploring the  enamoured  Roland  to  destroy  the 
gardens  of  Falerino.     There  was  but  one  way  of 
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answering  the  look,  which  was  to  confront  the 
wolf.  But  Raoul  did  nothing.  Either  his  com- 
prehension or  his  courage  was  at  fault.  Instead  of 
marching  bravely  up  to  the  wolf,  he  looked  coolly 
round,  and  seeing  a  pole  inclining  on  the  fence, 
went  and  fetched  it. 

On  perceiving  the  prudential  expedient  of  her 
admirer,  Estelle  conceived  the  greatest  disgust. 
"  So,  so  ! — the  mask  is  off  1" — thought  she  ; 
"another  fallen  hero  !'^ — Involuntarily,  she 
turned  towards  Servian;  who,  well-acquainted 
with  the  sentiments  of  the  young  widow,  smiled 
maliciously ;  the  defeat  of  a  rival  being  never 
very  unwelcome,  even  though  infructuous  to  our- 
selves. '^  Our  ingenious  lion-catcher  is  not  quite 
so  intrepid  in  the  presence  of  the  wolf  as  other 
quadrupeds,'^  said  he. 

Madame  de  Caussade  was  too  vexed  to  answer ; 
and  on  turning  round,  perceived  Felix  standing 
lost  in  contemplation.  Such  fire  sparkled  in  his 
eyes,  such  devotion  beamed  in  his  physiognomy, 
that  the  young  widow,  accustomed  to  treat  him  as 
a  boy,  recognized  his  manhood  in  a  moment. 
"  What  an  air  of  defiance  !"  said  she.  ^^  He  would 
not  resort  to  a  pole  to  procure  me  my  handker- 
chief.^^ And  with  an  irresistible  smile,  she  pointed 
out  to  Fehx  her  captured  handkerchief  1 
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A  giant's  strength  seemed  to  grow  within  him  at 
the  suggestion:  and  in  a  transport  of  enthusiasm, 
he  leapt  into  the  trap-hole. 

^'  FeHx  I"  exclaimed  Servian,  angrily  ;  while  the 
conscience-struck  Estelle  was  dumb  with  terror. 

A  thunderbolt,  however,  could  not  have  cowed 
the  ferocious  animal  more  than  this  sudden  inva- 
sion. Relinquishing  the  handkerchief,  which  he 
was  gnawing  into  shreds,  he  crouched  down, 
shewing  his  aggressor  his  double  row  of  fangs, 
convulsively  grinding  against  each  other.  At  the 
mercy  of  the  ferocious  beast,  who  seemed  to  savour 
the  smell  of  his  blood  while  waiting  to  devour 
him,  the  enthusiasm  of  Felix  diminished ;  and 
feehngs  more  prosaic  succeeded.  He  remained 
facing  his  ferocious  antagonist, — his  breath  sus- 
pended, —  perfectly  unnerved,  —  scarcely  daring 
to  move ! — 

"Give  me  your  hand,''  said  Servian,  who,  on 
seeing  him  turn  pale,  knelt  by  the  side  of  the 
trap-hole  to  aid  him  in  getting  out. 

"  If  I  do  not  bring  back  the  handkerchief  I  am 
a  lost  man,"  said  the  youth,  whose  expiring 
courage  began  to  rekindle  at  the  voice  of  vanity. 
"  They  think  me  afraid  ; — at  the  risk  of  my  life 
I  must  prove  the  contrary  !" — 

Fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  terrific  animal,  he 
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cautiously  stooped  to  pick  up  the  handkerchief. 
But  scarcely  had  he  lowered  his  hand,  when  the 
wolf  sprang  furiously  upon  him,  and  tore  open 
the  flesh  of  his  breast  and  arm.  Vain  were  his 
attempts  at  self  defence.  The  sharp  teeth  of  his 
vanquisher  already  penetrated  his  collar  and  cravat. 
While  Estelle  uttered  a  shrill  shriek,  Servian 
jumped  into  the  trap,  adroitly  seized  the  wolf  by 
the  nape  of  the  neck,  and  having  flung  him  on 
his  side,  knelt  on  him  with  his  whole  weight 
— grasping  his  throat  so  tight  that  his  tongue 
was  forced  from  his  mouth.  In  less  than  a 
minute,  the  wolf  had  ceased  to  exist  1  Hastily 
turning  toward  his  nephew,  Servian  was  alarmed 
by  the  effusion  of  blood  ;  and  on  opening  his  waist- 
coat, discerned  through  the  shreds  of  his  shirt,  a 
wound,  which  he  attempted  to  stanch  with  the 
luckless  handkerchief. 

*^  It  is  only  a  scratch  !"  said  he.  "  Take  courage 
Felix, — they  are  watching  you.^^ — 

At  this  appeal,  the  young  man  raised  his  head, 
and  perceived  the  eyes  of  Madame  de  Caussade 
fixed  upon  his  uncle  with  looks  of  inexpressible  as- 
tonishment. Near  her,  stood  the  gallant  Raoul,  pole 
in  hand,  and  somewhat  confused  in  his  manner, 
though  he  still  affected  his  usual  hauteur.  Ashamed 
of  his  agitation,  Felix  summoned  all  his  energies 
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to  raise  himself  from  the  ground.  But  his  strength 
failed  him.  "Assist  me  V — faltered  he  to  his  uncle ; 
and  with  a  vigorous  effort,  Servian  caught  the 
edge  of  the  pit,  and  reaching  the  level  ground, 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  Cambier  ;  thanks  to 
which  assistance,  he  quitted  the  field  of  battle  so 
nearly  fatal.  Scarcely,  however,  was  he  on  his 
legs,  when  a  weakness  seized  him,  and  he  was  on 
the  point  of  faUing  had  not  his  uncle  supported 
him  with  the  tenderest  solicitude. 

"  I  trust  in  heaven  his  wound  is  not  dangerous  ?" 
said  the  young  widow. 

Servian  looked  coldly  at  her,  while  he  held  up 
the  rags  with  which  he  had  dressed  his  nephew^s 
wounds.  **  Are  you  satisfied,  madam  ?"  said 
he  ;  "  there  is  human  blood  upon  this  handker- 
chief!'' 

At  this  just  but  severe  reproof,  Estelle^s  pride 
was  for  the  first  time  rebuked. 

Instead  of  answering,  she  blushed  and  cast 
down  her  eyes,  and  on  venturing  to  raise  them 
again  with  a  penitent  air,  perceived  Servian 
carrying  Felix  towards  the  house  as  if  he  were 
a  child. 

'*  What  did  that  Uttle  gentleman  mean  V  said 
Tonayrion,  knitting  his  brows.  "  If  he  presumed 
to  address  you  a  remonstrance,  let  him  take  heed, 
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or  I  shall  be  tempted  to  give  him  a  lesson  of 
politeness. 

"  Leave  him  in  peace/^  said  Estelle,  with  a 
sardonic  smile,  "  he  is  unworthy  the  arm  of  a 
lion-slayer  ! — Nay,  you  must  permit  me  to  ob- 
serve, that  I  suspect  you  would  not  stand  so 
near  the  pit,  were  the  wolf  still  alive.  Hencefor- 
ward, I  shall  have  less  faith  in  your  Arabian 
tales.'' 

Without  waiting  his  answer,  the  fair  widow 
disappeared  with  a  rapid  step  through  the  shady 
avenues  of  the  park  ;  leaving  Tonayrion  overcome 
with  confusion. 

After  the  departure  of  Estelle,  Tonayrion  vented 
his  rage  upon  the  defunct  wolf,  by  a  vigorous  kick 
on  the  ribs. 

^'  So  much  for  you,  brute  !  for  upsetting  such  a 
brilliant  marriage  ?^  added  he.  "  Women  are  as  ca- 
pricious as  the  winds  !  Who  the  devil  could  have 
imagined  that,  in  letting  fall  her  handkerchief, 
yonder  whimsical  creature  wished  to  enjoy  the 
emotion  of  seeing  me  torn  to  pieces  ! — What 
_tempted  me  to  invent  those  stupid  stories  about 
lions  and  bears  ? — My  oriental  anecdotes  will  prove 
my  ruin,  unless  I  challenge  to  single  combat  the 
whole  menagerie  of  the  Jardin  des  Plantes.  By 
heaven  !  such  a  woman  is  capable  of  stipulating 
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in  her  marriage-articles  for  the  mustachios  of  the 
pacha  of  Egypt^  or  the  two  front  teeth  of  Abd-el- 
Kader  !  Once  married,  I  would  find  ready  means 
of  taming  her  ;  but  to  accomplish  the  match,  I 
must  manage  her  with  some  unheard-of  exploit." 
While  making  these  reflections,  Raoul  reached 
the  house;  having  already  conceived  a  project  by 
which  he  hoped  to  reestablish  his  fallen  reputa- 
tion. Confident  of  success,  and  leaving  nothing 
to  chance  which  often  upsets  the  best  digested 
plans,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  a  friend  in  Paris,  Mon- 
sieur Frederic  Clayel,  of  which  the  results  must 
hereafter  explain  the  contents. 

Felix  Cambier,  meanwhile,  was  confined  to  his 
bed  by  a  violent  fever  ! — Thanks  to  the  prompt 
attention  of  his  uncle,  the  grinders  of  the  furious 
animal  had  inflicted  only  a  superficial  injury.  But 
though  the  w^ounded  youth  suffered  from  no  bodily 
injury,  his  moral  ailments  were  of  the  most  dis- 
tressing nature. 

'•  No  more  courage  than  a  child !" — he  exclaimed, 
in  a  fit  of  delirium  ;  "  I  shall  be  a  coward  all  my 
life  long  I — Let  them  give  me  a  crutch,  instead  of 
a  sword. — Yet  it  was  so  easy  ! — I  had  only  to  do 
as  my  uncle  did,  take  the  wolf  by  the  throat,  and 
strangle  him.  Instead  of  which,  I  lay  bleeding 
like  a  slaughtered  sheep  !   How  shall  I  dare  enter 
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St.  Cyr  after  such  an  exposure  ? — and  how  must 
Madame  de  Caussade  despise  me  !^' — 

Towards  evening,  Felix  became  more  calm. 
Servian,  'on  seeing  him  quieter,  left  him,  in 
hopes  that  sleep  would  restore  the  economy  of  his 
deranged  and  ardent  system;  but  early  next 
morning,  he  returned  to  see  whether  the  fever  were 
diminished.  To  his  surprise,  he  found  the  bed 
deserted ! — Felix  had  departed.  A  letter,  addressed 
to  his  uncle,  placed  upon  the  chimney-piece,  ex- 
plained the  motive  of  his  conduct. — "Do  not 
alarm  yourself,  dear  uncle,'^  wrote  he ;  "I  dare 
not  encounter  your  observations  upon  the  aei- 
venture  of  yesterday,  or  appear  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Madame  de  Caussade  till  I  have 
proved  myself  more  worthy  your  esteem.  Till 
then,  believe  in  my  respectful  and  unalterable 
attachment." 

"What  can  be  his  silly  project  ?"  said  Servian, 
after  reading  the  letter,  "  and  how  am  I  to  prevent 
it  ? — To  pursue  him  were  useless  ! — He  will  pro- 
bably be  back  to-morrow.  Heaven  only  grant  he 
may  do  nothing,  just  as  he  is  about  to  enter  the 
military  college,  injurious  to  his  future  career. 
The  society  of  so  fascinating  a  woman  as  Estelle 
has  inspired  him  with  ideas  totally  incompatible 
with  his  studies." 
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He  was  satisfied^  meanwhile,  at  Cambier*s  de- 
parture, as  much  from  jealousy  as  a  lover,  as 
from  solicitude  as  an  uncle;  for  though  the 
conduct  of  Estelle  had  given  him  pain,  and  even 
disgust,  he  still  felt  that  tolerant  indulgence  with 
which  men  of  mature  age  contemplate  the  un- 
reasonable whims  of  the  woman  they  love.  He 
had  endured  all  her  capricious  fancies,  her  uneven 
temper,  her  romantic  exaggeration,  her  ridicule, 
her  despotism,  yet  continued  tender  and  forgiving ; 
regarding  her  faults  as  the  result  of  a  vivid  and 
exuberant  imagination. 

"  She  has  a  hasty  temper,  but  an  excellent 
heart,  spoiled  by  her  father  and  poor  old  Monsieur 
de  Caussade,"  said  he.  "  But  the  influence  of  a 
sensible  man  would  render  her  the  most  charming 
companion  in  the  world.''  Nevertheless,  his 
feelings  of  affection  had  now  received  a  serious 
shock. 

"  That  a  woman  should  be  capricious,  I  can 
understand,"  thought  he.  **  But  that  she  should 
wantonly  encourage  a  man  to  expose  his  existence 
for  no  possible  purpose,  is  to  me  loathsome  and 
disgusting ;''  and  on  meeting  her  in  the  saloon,  it 
was  rather  as  a  scrutinizing  judge,  than  a  fond 
admirer. 

Such,  indeed,  are  the  chances  of  the  uncertain 
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game  called  Love  !  Just  as  Servian  began  to  abjure 
an  idolatry  revolting  to  his  reason,  Estelle  became 
conscious  of  the  revival  of  a  glow  of  affection,  ex- 
tinguished, as  she  thought,  two  years  before.  Ser- 
vian, in  exposing  his  life  to  save  that  of  his  ne- 
phew, had  confirmed  her  opinion  of  his  courage ; 
without  which  quality,  the  endowments  of  virtue 
and  intellect  seemed  to  her  of  small  account.  The 
prudent  conduct  of  Tonayrion,  and  the  nervous 
weakness  of  Felix,  imparted  fresh  lustre  to  an  act 
obliterating  all  remembrance  of  the  encounter  with 
the  robbers ;  and  in  comparing  the  two  con- 
tradictory events,  Estelle  knew  not  what  opinion 
to  form. 

Though  unwilling  to  confess  the  secret  bent  of 
her  soul,  she  began  to  dwell  upon  the  qualities  of 
her  early  lover.  A  high  character — a  sound  judg- 
ment— an  indulgent  disposition  —  a  cultivated 
mind,  exhibiting  the  rare  merit  of  depth  devoid  of 
pedantry,  playfulness  without  frivolity,  were 
united  in  Servian  ;  in  admitting  which,  she  almost 
blushed  at  her  ridiculous  predilection  for  the 
empty  and  conceited,  though  handsome  and  im- 
posing RaouL 

'*  I  must  have  been  blind  or  wild  I" — thought  she. 
"  Can  I  have  loved  a  man  whose  sole  merit  con- 
sists in  the  architecture  of  his  neckcloth  ?     His 
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caution  of  yesterday  makes   me  doubt  whether 
even  his  courage  be  not  a  pretence  !" — 

Thus  had  the  middle-aged  man  and  the  fasci- 
nating widow  exchanged  characters ;  Servian  hav- 
ing assumed  coldness^  pride,  and  disdain — Estelle, 
submission,  reserve,  and  patience. 

From  the  oppressed,  Servian  had  become  the 
oppressor.  All  the  sarcasms  heaped  upon  effemi- 
nate men,  were  now  retorted  upon  chivalrous 
dames.  It  was  impossible  to  jest  more  gaily 
upon  those  amphibious  beings  who  renounce  the 
graces  of  their  sex  in  order  to  ape  the  energies  of 
the  other;  those  riding,  hunting,  smoking  heroines, 
whose  boudoirs  become  armouries,  who  attend 
the  race-course,  book  in  hand,  and  style  themselves 
lionesses,  while  the  name  of  tigress  would  be  more 
appropriate ; — that  race  of  amazons  compounded 
between  the  Englishwoman  who  scales  Mont 
Blanc,  and  the  Andalusian  senora  who  cries  Bravo ! 
when  the  Picador  falls  weltering  in  his  blood! 

^^  Mars  in  petticoats  is  not  more  absurd  than 
Venus  in  jack-boots  !" — said  Servian;  and  though 
the  preceding  day,  Estelle  would  not  have  left 
such  an  attack  without  reply,  her  present  softened 
mood  betrayed  the  cause  of  mascuhne  ladies. 
Far  from  taking  exception  at  such  strictures,  she 
seemed  to  approve  them  by  a  smile. 
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After  reclining  for  some  time  in  silence  in  her 
arm-chair^  she  took  up  an  embroidery-frame 
which  she  had  not  touched  for  a  month,  and  the 
needle  glittered  in  a  hand  too  white  and  too 
taper  to  have  ever  come  in  contact  with  the  rough 
handle  of  a  fencing-sword ;  while,  as  if  to  con- 
trovert his  allusions  to  the  booted  Venus,  she 
discovered  glimpses  of  a  foot  so  divinely  shod, 
that  the  goddess  herself  might  have  been  en- 
vious. 

From  the  moment  she  saw  Servian  really 
indignant,  her  regard  for  him  revived  like 
grass  under  the  pelting  shower.  Never  had  she 
thought  his  countenance  more  intelligent,  «his 
demeanour  more  dignified,  or  his  voice  more  full 
of  energy  and  authority.  When  submissive 
and  respectful,  she  had  rebuked  him.  Now  that 
he  was  grown  severe  and  sarcastic,  she  listened 
with  tender  submission. 

During  two  days,  this  reaction  continued,  un- 
known to  Monsieur  Tonayrion  and  the  Colonel ; 
the  latter  being  more  advanced  in  the  tactics  of 
war  than  those  of  love. 

"  Who  the  deuce  can  guess  what   is  passing 

among  them !" — thought  he.      ^'  A  few  days  ago, 

she  used  him  like  a  galley-slave,  and  he  was  meek 

as  a  lamb  ;  now,  she  is  the  lamb,  and  he  treats  her 
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like  a  galley-slave!  I  had  better  interfere,  per- 
haps, and  set  matters  to  rights/' 

^*  What  the  devil  are  we  playing  at  now  V  said 
he,  taking  Servian  aside.  "What  do  yon  mean 
by  attacking  amazons  ? — you  have  made  a  pretty 
business  of  it !  Do  you  not  know  that  Estelle's 
greatest  pleasure  is  riding,  and  that  she  shoots 
flying  ?" 

^'  Perfectly,''  replied  Servian. 

"  And  is  it  to  please  her,  you  fire  red-hot  shot  at 
her  ? — A  new  style  of  gallantry,  upon  my  word  !'' 

"  I  have  no  pretension  to  please  Madame  de 
Caussade" 

"  No  pretension,  but  some  desire,  I  hope  ?" 

"  My  hopes  and  desires  are  over,"replied  Servian. 

"  Are  you  certain  of  that  ?"  inquired  the  Colonel, 
good  humouredly.  "  Love,  if  I  remember,  re- 
treats slower  than  it  advanced." 

^'  Who  told  you  I  was  in  love  ?" 

"  Come,  come  !"  cried  the  Colonel;  "between 
old  friends,  why  so  much  ceremony  ?  You  once 
proposed  to  her." 

"  And  your  daughter  refused  me." 

"  I  suspect  she  has  grown  wiser ;  and  as  far  as 
concerns  me,  I  need  not  tell  you,  I  prefer  you  to 
any  son-in-law  in  the  world.  But  Estelle  is  her 
own  mistress,  and  I  am  too  affectionate  a  father  to 
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thwart  her.  You  have  the  cards  in  your  hand, 
and  have  only  to  win  the  game.  Estelle^s  sole 
objection  to  you  is  of  so  absurd  a  nature — " 

"  May  I  beg  to  know  her  objection  ?'^  interrupted 
Servian,  his  curiosity  greatly  excited. 

"She  has  not  told  you?'' — said  Herbelin,  in  some 
confusion.    "In  that  case,  silence  in  the  ranks ! " — 

"My  dear  Colonel,''  said  Servian,  with  a 
mournful  smile,  "  I  am  truly  grateful  for  your 
interest  in  my  success.  Be  assured,  it  would  have 
been  too  great  a  joy  to  have  confirmed  the  friend- 
ship which  unites  us,  by  becoming  your  son  ;  but 
it  is  a  hope  I  no  longer  cherish.  I  am  beginning 
to  feel  that  Estelle  was  right  to  refuse  my  hand.'/ 

"  Right  ?"  —  said  Herbelin,  greatly  aston- 
ished. 

^^  Without  alluding  to  the  mysterious  obstacle 
of  which  I  am  still  ignorant,  and  which  must  be 
something  monstrous,  since  you  are  both  reluctant 
to  name  it,  I  admit  the  utter  incompatibility  of 
our  dispositions." 

^'  You  think,  then,  that  the  match  would  have 
been  unhappy  ?" 

"  I  think  that,  endowed  with  Estelle's  admirable 
qualities,  she  is  entitled  to  excellence  to  which  I  do 
not  pretend.  In  comparison  with  her  ideas  of  hero- 
ism, my  sober,  meditative,  unenthusiastic  qualities 
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would  cut  a  sorry  figure.  She  wants  an  Amadis, 
not  a  prosaic  country  gentleman,  devoid  of  all 
taste  for  the  glories  of  knight-errantry,  I  there- 
fore yield  the  palm  to  Monsieur  Tonayrion. 
Should  you  have  commissions  for  Paris,  prepare 
them ;  I  set  off  to-morrow  evening/^ 

"My  poor  friend  is  wounded  to  the  quick !'^ — 
mused  Herbelin,  after  he  had  quitted  the  room. 
"Well !  I  cannot  condemn  him. — She  has  tried  his 
patience  too  far!'' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  Colonel  now  sought  his  daughter,  who  was 
sauntering  in  the  garden.  "  Servian  takes  leave  of 
us  to-morrow,'^  said  he,  gravely. 

*^Are  you  sure  he  goes  to-morrow?" — demanded 
Estelle,  with  a  smile. 

"  Certain, — unless  you  prevent  him.'' 
"  Is  it  your  desire  that  he  should  remain  ?" 
"It  is/'  replied  the  Colonel;  "but  I  warn 
you  that  your  task  will  be  no  easy  one.  Make 
the  attempt,  however, — you  have  my  consent — 
ay,  even  if  your  reconciliation  should  go  to  the 
extreme  length  of  matrimony.  " 

On  quitting  the  presence  of  Herbelin,  Ser- 
vian had  relapsed  into  meditation.  He  was  deeply 
interested  to  discover  the  secret  cause  of  repug- 
nance on  the  part  of  Estelle,  alluded  to  by  her 
father.  Hitherto,  he  had  attributed  the  rejection 
of  his  proposal  to  the  romantic  enthusiasm   of 
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Madame  de  Caussade ;  but  on  learning  that  her 
refusal  had  an  exceptional  motive,  he  resolved  to 
seek  from  herself  the  explanation  refused  by  the 
Colonel.  The  result  need  not  the  least  affect 
the  cool  indifference  of  his  present  feelings.  Re- 
membering that  he  had  announced  his  depar- 
ture for  the  following  day,  he  had  little  time  to 
spare,  and  accordingly  proceeded  to  the  garden 
where  Madame  de  Caussade  was  usually  walking 
at  that  hour.  On  perceiving  his  approach,  Es- 
telle  affected  to  be  examining  some  varieties  of 
dahlias,  with  a  minuteness  of  attention  worthy  of 
a  first-rate  horticulturist.  Servian,  to  whom 
she  affected  to  turn  her  back^  advanced  quite 
close  to  her^  before  she  condescended  to  acknow- 
ledge his  presence. 

^'  You  are,  probably,  seeking  my  father  V  said 
she,  at  length  accosting  him;  "he  was  here  a 
minute  ago." 

*'  I  have  just  seen  him,  madam,'^  replied  Ser- 
vian. "  My  business  at  present  is  with  you.  I 
have  to  ask  your  commands  for  Paris/^ 

^*  You  are  going  then  ?" — inquired  Estelle. 

"  To-morrow.^^ 

'*  And  when  do  you  return  ?" 

"  The  day  of  your  wedding  with  Monsieur 
Tonayrion,  if  you  will  do  me  the  honour  to  invite 
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Estelle  stood  resting  her  head  on  her  right 
hand,  the  elbow  of  which  was  supported  in  the 
palm  of  the  left,  while  her  chin  was  poised  be- 
tween her  fairy  fingers.  In  this  attitude,  she 
cast  one  of  those  winning  looks  upon  her  former 
admirer,  against  which  resistance  is  difficult. 

"  Is  it  thus  coolly  you  speak  of  my  marriage  ?" 
said  she,  reproachfully. 

^^  Would  you  rather  have  me  allude  to  it  as  a 
matter  of  regret,  as  I  was  silly  enough  to  do  the 
other  day  ?*" — 

^^  Perhaps  !"  —  said  she  with  all  her  former 
sportive  expression  of  countenance. 

"  Allow  me  to  deny  you  the  diversion.  The 
weakness  of  a  heart  once  your  own,  would  doubt- 
less assist  in  amusing  your  honeymoon,  but  I  can 
no  longer  place  it  at  your  disposal." 

"  In  short,  you  have  resumed  your  indiffer- 
ence V 

"  Perhaps  !" — replied  Servian,  affecting  her  own 
manner.  "  While  by  your  side,  I  am  less  certain 
on  the  subject ;  but  to-morrow,  when  far  away, 
my  reason  will  assert  its  sway.'^ 

"  A  reasonable  mind,"  said  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade,  "  is  a  mirror  in  which  women  seldom  see 
themselves  reflected.  Tell  me,  without  flattery, 
how  am  I  represented  in  your's  ?— as  very  frightful 
— very  abominable  ?" — 
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Instead  of  answering,  Servian  stood  gazing  in 
admiration  on  her  face. 

'^  Speak!"  said  she;  "  your  silence  makes  me 
presume  you  dare  not  utter  what  you  think/' 

"It  is  too  true/^  said  he,  despondingly ;  "I 
dare  not." 

'^  Well  then,  let  me  sketch  my  own  portrait. 
I  am  giddy — wayward — cruel — barbarous,  because 
the  other  day,  being  afraid  of  a  wolf,  I  accident- 
ally dropped  my  handkerchief." 

"  An  error  confessed^  is  half  forgiven/^  said  Ser- 
vian, coldly. 

"  A  half  pardon  does  not  suffice  me,^'  said 
Estelle,  with  irresistible  sweetness.  ^'  I  must 
have  your  entire  forgiveness.  Yes,  your^s  ! — I  was 
wrong.  I  behaved  like  a  child — I  was  mad ! — I 
deserved  to  be  thrown  into  the  wolf-pit  after  the 
handkerchief ;  but  I  felt  my  transgression  deeply, 
even  previous  to  your  severe  reproof.  The  wound 
of  Felix,  and  the  danger  to  which  you  exposed 
yourself,  sufficed  to  chastise  me.  But  because  I 
have  a  heedless  head,  does  it  follow  that  I  have  a 
callous  heart  ?  How  severe  you  were  to  me ! 
Your  bitter  words  almost  moved  me  to  tears  !" 

''  Do  you  then  sometimes  weep  V^  inquired 
Servian,  who,  feeling  that  his  courage  was  giving 
way,  buckled  on  the  armour  of  cruelty. 

''  What  an  opinion  you  seem  to  have  of  me  V' 
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replied  Estelle,  impatiently.  "  Because  I  am  of  a 
gay,  or  if  you  will,  a  giddy  character — because  I 
have  a  good  constitution  and  no  bodily  ailments, — 
because  I  do  not  pass  my  day  on  the  sofa,  engrossed 
by  the  usual  frivolities  of  my  sex — because  I  pre- 
fer air,  activity,  and  exercise,  as  necessary  to  my 
health, — because  I  ride,  which  I  believe  to  be  my 
most  heinous  crime  in  your  eyes, — you  think  me 
a  hussar  in  petticoats ! — You  are  really  too  se- 
vere, and  I  have  some  right  to  be  angry.  Be- 
lieve me,  I  am  free  from  some  of  the  failings 
which,  for  the  last  two  days,  you  have  so  unmer- 
cifully censured.  Your  sarcasms  affected  me  but 
little  ;  for  I  neither  smoke,  swim,  fence,  nor  bet ; 
in  fact,  I  am  not  a  lioness, — but  a  woman,  sir,' — 
as  much  as  possible  a  woman." 

"  You  can  be  an  angel  whenever  you  like," 
said  Servian,  almost  affectionately, — "  why  not 
always  ?" 

"  I  might  become  tedious  to  my  friends  !'* 
said  Estelle,  laughing  :  "  even  virtue  requires  va- 
riety. Besides,  I  know  myself  too  well  to  aspire 
to  perfection.  But  what  were  we  talking  about  ? 
Oh  !  of  your  departure. — Are  you  decided  then 
upon  going  to-morrow  ?" — 

The  look  with  which  these  words  were  accom- 
panied, was  fatal  to  Servian. 
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"Tell  me  the  truth  !"  said  he,  in  a  tremulous 
voice.  "  Do  you  really  intend  to  marry  Monsieur 
Tonayrion  V 

^•'  Tell  me,  on  the  other  hand,  what  can  it  sig- 
nify to  you  ?" 

"  Nothing,  were  he  indeed  worthy  of  you.  But 
gifted  with  such  acuteness,  how  is  it  that  you  do 
not  perceive  the  deplorable  worthlessness  con- 
cealed under  that  arrogant  exterior  V 

"  Come,  come  !  confess  yourself  jealous  of  your 
rival,  and  I  will  frankly  answer  your  inquiry." 

"  There  can  be  no  rivalship  where  there  is  no 
hope,"  he  replied ;  "  and  how  can  I  presume  to 
cherish  hope  after  being  guilty  of  some  unpardon- 
able offence  towards  you  V 

^'  I  see  my  father  has  been  talking  to  you,^' 
said  Estelle.  '^  Let  me  hear,  therefore,  all  he  dis- 
closed.^' 

"  Nothing  !  Colonel  Herbelin  assured  me  that 
you  had  something  to  resent  in  my  conduct — why 
or  wherefore,  I  know  not!  I  am  condemned 
without  a  hearing  or  an  accusation,  against  all 
principles  of  justice.  Will  you  not  even  deign  to 
acquaint  me  with  my  crime  ?" 

At  this  abrupt  apostrophe,  Estelle  experienced 
an  embarrassment  that  silenced  her  for  a  moment. 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  said  she,  "  that  there  is 
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nothing  like  frankness ;  and  since  we  are  on  the 
chapter  of  our  mutual  failings,  I  will  be  as  candid 
as  yourself. '^  She  was  proceeding,  when  Tonay- 
rion  was  seen  advancing  towards  them. 

"  How  unlucky  !"  cried  Servian. 

^^  I  thought  him  at  the  billiard-table,  with  my 
father,"  replied  Madame  de  Caussade. 

"  One  word,  I  implore  you  !"  exclaimed  Ser- 
vian ;  "  one  word  before  he  joins  us.^^ 

"  No,  no  ! — I  have  much  to  say.  We  will  re- 
sume the  subject  hereafter." 

«  To-day?''— 

^^  It  is  too  late.  Let  us  hasten  back  to  the 
drawing-room/'  . 

"  To-morrow,  then  }" — 

"Are  you  acquainted  with  my  favourite 
morning  walk  in  the  forest,  near  the  Cossack's 
Grave?" 

Servian  was  about  to  reply ;  but  the  importunate 
visitor  was  close  at  hand. 

The  following  morning,  Madame  de  Caussade, 
with  light  steps  and  agitated  feelings,  proceeded 
on  her  Way  towards  the  Cossack's  Grave.  The 
vague  anxiety  usual  to  women  upon  such  oc- 
casions, however  innocent,  caused  her  to  hesitate 
while  crossing  the  park ;  and  just  as  she  was  ap- 
proaching a  little  bridge  over  the  fosse  near  by  the 
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Cossack^s  Grave,  she  fancied  she  caught  a  glimpse 
of  Raoul's  figure,  retiring  among  the  trees.  Vexed 
at  being  thus  followed,  she  was  on  the  point  of 
returning,  in  order  to  resent  his  impertinent  per- 
tinacity ;  but  Servian  might  arrive,  and  fancy  she 
had  not  kept  her  appointment.  She  consequently 
persuaded  herself  that  the  person  might  be  some 
dependent  of  the  house,  and  recovering  her  self- 
possession,  rapidly  crossed  the  fosse,  and  found 
herself  in  the  green  and  shady  glade,  her  favourite 
morning  promenade.  After  gazing  impatiently 
down  the  lateral  alleys,  she  began  to  reproach 
Servian  with  his  want  of  punctuality. 

"  I  certainly  named  the  Cossack's  Grave  \'' — 
thought  she.  ^'Itis  impossible  he  could  have 
misunderstood  me  !  Does  he  presume  to  think  I 
will  wait  his  pleasure  V — 

A  sudden  noise  attracted  her  attention.  "  Here 
he  is  !^'  said  she.  But  instead  of  Servian,  Estelle 
perceived  three  men  dressed  in  smockfrocks, 
armed  with  heavy  bludgeons ;  with  faces  so  fe- 
rocious, that  a  more  intrepid  person  might  have 
felt  alarmed.  In  spite  of  her  chivalrous  propen- 
sities, she  was  terrified ;  and  would  willingly  have 
fled,  but  the  three  ruffians  had  already  precipitated 
themselves  upon  her ;  and  now  tried  to  stifle  her 
cries,  by  placing  a  handkerchief  over  her  mouth. 
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Half  dead  with  alarm,  Estelle  struggled  like  the 
lamb  in  the  jaws  of  the  wolf.  But  in  spite  of  her 
efforts,  she  found  herself  carried  off  by  the  ruf- 
fians. 

At  that  moment,  a  man  appeared  on  the  spot, 
sent  by  Providence  to  her  reUef ;  for  it  was  no 
other  than  Raoul  Tonayrion  !  Rushing  out  of  an 
adjacent  thicket,  as  fierce  as  Mars,  though  un- 
armed, while  the  brigands  in  addition  to  their 
bludgeons  had  probably  daggers  in  their  belts, — he 
burst  upon  them  with  irresistible  fury,  wrenched 
from  their  hands  one  of  their  formidable  bludgeons, 
and  alone  against  three,  sustained  a  contest  in 
which,  from  its  inequahty,  was  perfectly  heroic  I 
For  some  minutes,  the  forest  re-echoed  with  the 
strokes  of  the  bludgeons ;  but  soon,  the  brigands 
— half-crushed  by  the  blows  of  their  courageous 
adversary,— began  to  retreat,  and  finally  fled, 
brandishing  their  glittering  daggers. 

Having  pursued  them  to  some  distance,  Raoul 
returned  to  Madame  de  Caussade ;  who,  during 
the  combat,  remained  breathless  and  insensible. 

"  Fear  nothing.  Madam  !''  said  he,  majestically 
wiping  his  brows.  ''  The  wretches  dare  not  re- 
turn. Had  you  not  been  present,  their  chastise- 
ment should  have  been  more  severe.  This  scene  has 
alarmed  you.     Permit  me  to  conduct  you  home.'' 
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Mechanically,  the  terrified  Estelle  accepted  his 
arm,  while  he  emphatically  exclaimed,  "This  is 
the  most  memorable  day  of  my  life  !  Long  have 
I  panted  for  such  a  peril,  that  I  might  stake  my 
life  for  the  object  dearest  to  me  on  earth  !  Not 
that  I  can  do  those  rascals  the  honour  to  say  they 
were  dangerous  opponents, — only  three,  and  armed 
but  with  bludgeons  and  daggers.  Oh,  that  I  had 
been  killed  or  wounded  under  your  eyes  ;  then. 
Madam,  then  perhaps,  would  you  have  regretted 
your  cruel  insinuations  of  the  other  day  !^' 

The  courage  of  Tonayrion  had  now  shone  forth 
iu  such  undoubted  splendour,  that  Estelle  was  in 
truth  disposed  to  acknowledge  the  injustice  of  her 
conduct.  Irritated,  moreover,  by  the  incompre- 
hensible absence  of  Servian,  she  began  to  meditate 
the  pardon  of  his  rival,  as  an  act  of  retribution  ; 
and,  in  comparing  the  conduct  of  the  two,  decided 
by  the  rule  which  places  him  who  is  absent  in  the 
wrong. 

By  the  side  of  such  an  exploit  as  the  defeat  of 
a  handful  of  brigands  armed  to  the  teeth,  that  of 
the  strangled  wolf  became  of  httle  importance ; 
and  Servian  having  neglected  his  appointment, 
Tonayrion  was  again  a  hero  ! 

'^  You  have  preserved  my  life  ?'  said  she,  leaning 
with  confidence  upon  his  arm. 
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^'  Madam/'  replied  Raoul,  in  pathetic  accents, 
"  after  such  an  avowal,  mine  would  become  worth- 
less, if  not  devoted  exclusively  to  you  !" 

"  I  would  give  worlds/'  thought  Estelle,  "  that 
Servian  could  only  see  us  at  this  moment !" 

Servian,  however,  was  nearer  at  hand  than  she 
imagined ;  having  reached  the  opening  of  the 
glade  towards  the  close  of  the  combat.  While 
Tonayrion  returned  to  Estelle,  who  was  now  out 
of  danger,  he  pursued  the  brigands,  who,  flying  in 
diff'erent  directions,  he  singled  out  the  one  nearest 
to  him.  The  robber  was  swift  of  foot,  but  Servian 
proved  his  match.  Just  as  he  was  on  the  point 
of  coming  up  with  him,  the  fellow  suddenly  faced 
about,  saying, — "  One  step  more,  and  I  knock  you 
down !" 

Regardless  of  the  threat,  Servian  rushed  upon 
him;  and  with  a  powerful  blow,  laid  him 
sprawling  on  the  ground,  and  seized  his  dagger ; 
while  he  held  him  by  the  beard,  the  better  to  se- 
cure his  prisoner.  To  his  surprise,  this  terrific 
beard  remained  detached  in  his  hands ;  when  he 
perceived  a  youthful  face,  with  slight  mustachios 
— tinged  by  the  blood  flowing  from  its  mouth  and 
nose  ! 


'^  Do  you  take  me  for  an  ox,  sir,  that  you  strike 
SQ  hard?'' —  cried  the  culprit. 
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"  Get  up  with  you  !"  said  Servian,  taking  pos- 
session of  the  beard  and  dagger,  by  way  of  evi- 
dence. "And  now  proceed  to  the  Chateau.  Do  not 
attempt  to  escape,  or  at  the  very  first  movement, 
I  will  break  your  head  with  your  own  bludgeon." 

^'Let  us  understand  each  other,  pray,"  said  the 
robber,  drawing  forth  a  silk  handkerchief  to  wipe 
the  blood  from  his  face ;  *^  for  whom  do  you  take 
me?'^ 

"  That  we  shall  know  at  the  next  assizes  !^' 

^'  The  assizes  ?" — ejaculated  the  prisoner.  '^  Do 
you  take  me  for  a  thief  ? — N  o  more  than  your- 
self!'^ 

'^  That  must  be  determined  before  the  officers 
of  justice,'^  replied  Servian,  coolly. 

"  Do  me  the  honour  of  looking  at  me,  and  tell  me 
whether  I  really  look  like  a  malefactor,"  rejoined  the 
offender.  '^  My  costume  is  certainly  not  in  my 
favour;  but  fools  alone  judge  mankind  by  their  ex- 
ternals. From  the  weight  of  your  fist,  I  conclude 
youy  sir,  to  be  a  man  of  genius.  Survey  me  im- 
partially. Have  I  a  rogue^s  face  ?  Is  my  waist 
that  of  a  brigand  ?  Did  you  ever  see  a  thief  with 
such  hands  and  nails  V  And  he  accordingly  ex- 
hibited a  pair  of  hands,  the  elegance  and  cleanliness 
of  which  were  such  as  are  seldom  seen  amongst 
the  lawless  adventurers  of  the  road.     Far  from 
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appeasing  Servian,  however,  these  arguments 
served  to  increase  his  indignation. 

"  If  not  a  thief/^  cried  he,  '^  you  are  something 
worse ;  and  such  a  justification  will  little  avail  you 
before  the  tribunal.'^ 

'^  I  swear  to  you  it  is  a  mere  joke  !" — said  the 
ycung  man,  earnestly. 

'^  Enough  !  I  am  not  your  judge,^'  replied  Ser- 
vian ;  "  but  thief  or  not,  you  are  my  prisoner,  so 
quick  march,  and  no  more  words  1^'  Seizing  him 
by  the  collar  on  perceiving  that  his  prisoner  was 
about  to  resist,  a  second  blow  felled  him  to  the 
ground;  for  the  pretended  brigand  was  but  a  dove 
in  the  talons  of  the  eagle. 

"  I  see  I  must  submit  !*"  said  the  gentleman  in 
the  smockfrock ;  for  it  is  evident  you  are  the 
strongest.  But  if  ever  I  come  against  you  in  the 
streets  of  Paris,  I  will  pay  you  this  morning's 
debts  with  interest." 

Instead  of  replying,  Servian,  holding  him  with 
a  firm  grasp,  forced  him  on  towards  the  presence 
of  the  Colonel. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Under  any  other  circumstances^  this  strange 
attack  upon  Madame  de  Caussade,  would  have 
served  only  to  gratify  her  romantic  enthusiasm. 
The  danger  once  over,  the  adventure  would  have 
become  a  source  of  emotion  and  pleasure.  But 
to  her  momentary  terror,  now  succeeded  the  most 
embarrassing  perplexities. 

"  You  men  are  really  too  extraordinary,"  said 
she  suddenly  to  Tonayrion,  who,  standing  befpre 
the  arm-chair  in  which  Estelle  was  seated  upon 
her  return  to  the  salon,  took  advantage  of  his 
favourable  position  to  make  a  decisive  attack  upon 
the  heart  of  the  rich  and  handsome  widow. 

"  Is  it  extraordinary  that  a  man  should  wish  to 
die  for  you  ?"  replied  the  irresistible  Raoul,  de- 
termined to  keep  up  his  impassioned  strain. 
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"  You  will  not  understand  me  !"  cried  she.  "  I 
mean  that  men  are  so  inconsistent !  Talk  of  our 
fickleness  of  humour, — what' is  it  as  compared  with 
their  caprices  !"*' 

"Am  I  to  apply  these  observations  to  my- 
self ?^^  demanded  Raoul  with  affected  jocularity. 

"Half  of  them  at  least!" 

"Why  so?" 

"  Because  you  are  the  second  in  whom  I  remark 
these  unaccountable  contradictions." 

"  The  second  ? — a  first  then  has  offended  you  ! 
May  I  inquire  whom  ?" 

"You  shall  learn  hereafter,''  said  Madame  d^e 
Caussade ;  while  Tonayrion,  biting  his  hps  with 
vexation,  resumed  his  sentimental  peroration. 
"Reflect,  madam,''  said  he,  "that  my  passion 
for  you  has  arrived  at  such  a  point  of  intensity, 
that  uncertainty  is  death !"  Then  raising  his 
eyes  expressively  towards  the  chandelier,  with  his 
hand  pressed  upon  his  heart, — "Take  pity  on 
your  victim  !"  cried  he.  "Decide  upon  his  fate 
with  a  breath.  Madam  ! — Estelle  ! — one  word  ! 
Upon  my  knees  I  implore  a  single  word  ! — If  you 
have  the  cruelty  to  be  silent,  bless  me  at  least 
with  a  look." — 

"  Rise,  sir !""  said  Madame  de  Caussade,  dis- 
gusted by  his  absurdity. 
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But  before  Raoul  had  time  to  obey,  Servian  ap- 
peared at  the  door. 

"  One  would  scarcely  suppose,  madam,  to  wit- 
ness the  serenity  of  your  countenance,'^  said  he, 
regarding  her  with  a  smile,  "  that  you  had  recently 
escaped  so  dreadful  a  peril.^' 

"  Thanks  to  the  heroism  of  this  gentleman !  '^  re- 
plied Estelle,  pointing  to  Raoul,  and  directing  an 
angry  glance  towards  Servian. 

*^  I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform  you,  "  said  he, 
"  that  one  of  the  villains  has  been  captured.'^ 

*^  Captured  ?*" — exclaimed  Tonayrion  in  dismay. 

"  By  whom  ?" — demanded  the  charming  widow. 

'*  By  myself." 

"You  were  there,  then?"  cried  Madame  de 
Caussade  ;  her  face  suddenly  lighting  up. 

^^  At  no  great  distance,  madam  ?'  said  Servian, 
with  a  look  that  restored  him  to  favour. 

"  So  instead  of  coming  to  my  assistance,  you 
amused  yourself  by  running  after  the  robbers  V 

"You  were  out  of  danger  when  I  arrived." 

"Is  your  prisoner  here  ?"— demanded  Estelle, 
anxiously. 

"  In  the  hall.  I  waited  only  to  ascertain  whe- 
ther you  were  sufficiently  recovered  from  your 
alarm,  for  the  villain  to  be  brought  into  your  pre- 
sence ?" 
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"  For  what  purpose  ?" — demanded  Tonayrion. 
^^  At  his  own  request.    He  feels  sure  of  ol^taining 
pardon,  if  admitted  to  the  presence   of  his  vic- 
tim.'^ 

''  No,  no  !  I  cannot  suffer  Madame  de  Caus- 
sade  to  come  in  contact  with  such  a  rascal  ;'^  cried 
Tonayrion.  "  I  will  go  and  speak  to  him  myself." 
''  On  the  contrary,  I  choose  to  see  him  !'^  cried 
Estelle,  whose  curiosity  was  excited  by  the  hope 
of  seeing  a  genuine  brigand.  "  My  father  being 
out,  I  command  the  fortress  in  his  absence.  Let 
the  culprit  appear  before  me/' 

"  But,  madam,''  interrupted  Tonayrion,  "  sur^y 
you  must  feel  some  apprehension?" — 

"  Apprehension !  —  with  you  here  to  defend 
me  ?"  replied  the  young  widow.  "  No  !  I  must 
see  him.    My  fears  blinded  me  in  the  forest." 

Regardless  of  the  opposition  of  his  rival,  Ser- 
vian now  went  out,  and  quickly  returned  with  the 
gentleman  in  the  srnockfrock,  guarded  between 
two  servants.  On  entering  the  room,  the  robber 
exchanged  a  rapid  look  with  Tonayrion,  bowed 
politely  to  Estelle,  then  turning  round,  pointed  to 
his  two  guardians. 

"  These  precautions  are  unnecessary,^^  said  he ; 
"  nor  am  I  accustomed  to  talk  confidentially  before 
livery  servants.      Send  them  away,"  said  he,  ad- 
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dressing  Servian.  "You  alone  are  worth  six 
gens-d'armes,  any  day  !'^ 

Upon  a  sign  from  Servian,  the  servants  re- 
tired ;  and  the  robber  bowed  gracefully  to  Madame 
de  Caussade, — his  easy  manners  forming  a  de- 
lectable contrast  with  his  dress  and  presumed 
vocation, 

'^My  appearance  before  you,  madam,"  said  he, 
"  is  really  so  extraordinary,  that  I  must  first  beg  to 
offer  my  apologies  for  so  strange  a  violation  of  the 
laws  of  decorum.'^ 

"  But  this  is  not  one  of  the  persons  who  at- 
tacked me  !^'  said  Estelle,  who,  since  his  entrance, 
had  examined  him  attentively.  ^'They  had  all 
tremendous  beards.'' 

'^  Here  is  the  beard  of  the  individual  now  pre- 
sent," said  Servian,  taking  from  his  pocket  a  string 
of  hair,  purchased  at  some  masquerade  shop. 

Estelle  now  experienced  new  interest  in  the 
scene.  "  A  disguise  ?" — cried  she.  ^'  Why,  all 
this  is  turning  out  a  romance !'' — 

*'  A  farce,  rather !"  said  the  brigand;  "  in  which 
I  fear  my  part  is  not  very  creditable.  But  the 
heroine  has  so  many  graces,  that  I  presume  to 
invoke  her  clemency.  Beauty  is  the  sister  of 
Mercy.'' 

Madame  de   Caussade  now  gazed  by  turns  at 
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Servian  and  Tonayrion  ;  who  now  began  to  betray 
considerable  uneasiness. 

"Can  you  understand  all  this?"  inquired  Ma- 
dame de  Caussade  of  Servian. 

'^  Monsieur  Tonayrion  can  perhaps  explain  the 
riddle/^  rephed  he,  with  a  smile. 

^«  The  gentleman  is  right.  Why  persevere  in  a 
mystification  which  has  no  possible  object  ?''  cried 
the  brigand.  "  For  my  part,  though  a  firm  friend, 
I  have  had  enough  of  playing  the  fool.  My  beard 
having  fallen,  let  the  mask  follow.  Come,  Tonay- 
rion !  confess  with  a  good  grace,  and  present  me 
to  Madam.e  in  proper  form.'^ 

"  Blockhead !"  cried  Tonayrion,  looking  thunder 
at  the  prisoner. 

"  Not  quite  so  great  a  blockhead  as  yourself, 
my  dear  fellow.  The  gens-d'armes  have  been  sent 
for ;  and  I  have  no  mind  to  proceed  handcuffed  to 
prison,  lashed  to  a  horse's  tail.  Pylades  would 
not  have  done  it  for  Orestes. '^ 

"The  fellow  is  mad!"  cried  Raoul,  turning 
to  Estelle.  "  Pray  send  him  out  of  the 
room." 

"  I  never  saw  a  man  more  in  his  senses.  Pray 
continue  your  explanation,  sir,''  said  she,  address- 
ing the  hero  in  the  smock  frock. 

"  Further    secrecy   is   impossible !"     said   he, 

VOL.  III.  H 
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turning  to    Raoul.    "Will  you  present  me    to 
Madame  de  Caussade,  or  not  V 

"NoP 

"Well  then,  I  have  here  a  little  letter  of  introduc- 
tion, which  will  enable  me  to  present  myself!'^ — 
in  saying  which,  the  brigand  presented  a  paper  to 
Estelle,  which  Tonayrion  would  have  seized,  had 
not  Servian  interposed. 

"Hold,  sir!"  said  he,  handing  the  paper  to 
Madame  de  Caussade. 

"  Cluzel,  you  are  a  rascal !"  said  he,  addressing 
the  brigand.  ^^But  your  life  shall  answer  for 
this  treachery." 

"  I  was  not  aware  you  were  so  fond  of  fighting,^' 
said  Cluzel,  sneeringly. 

And  while  Estelle  and  Servian  surveyed  each 
other  in  silence,  Raoul  rushed  furiously  out  of  the 
room. 

"  This  is  the  most  extraordinary  affair,"  said 
Estelle, — and  she  proceeded  to  read  aloud  from 
the  letter : 


"To  Monsieur  Fred.  Cluzel, 

"  Rue  Chantereine,  26, 
"  Paris. 
"  My  dear  Cluzel, 

"  At  the  receipt  of  this,  you    will  call  together 
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Balland  and  Savetat,  according  to  article  4,  of  our 
Mephistophelitic  society ;  and  acquaint  them  that 
I  have  lately  discovered  in  the  forest  of  Com- 
pi^gne  a  young  and  charming  widow,  possessing  a 
modest  million  in  the  way  of  dowry,  whom  I  mean 
to  make  Madame  Tonayrion.  But  it  is  indispensa- 
ble, I  find,  to  conquer  her  heart  by  some  daring 
feat  in  defence  of  her  life  or  honour.  The  lady  is 
addicted  to  melodrama  in  real  life,  and  as  fanci- 
ful as  the  devil.  To  win  the  prize,  I  had  serious 
thoughts  of  studying  the  tight-rope ;  but  on  se- 
cond thoughts,  to  rescue  her  from  some  peril  will 
be  more  politic.  As  dangers  are  scarce,  I  must  in- 
vent something,  to  enable  me  to  cry  ^  ConjuHgo.' 
The  play  is  written,  it  only  wants  a  reading. 
Listen,  and  applaud. 

"  On  Wednesday,  at  nine  in  the  morning,  you, 
Savetat,  and  Balland,  must  repair  to  the  thicket 
of  Trieul,  a  quarter  of  a  league  from  the  road 
to  Compiegne.  Costume, — ragged  smockfrocks, 
terrific  beards,  faces  like  Robert  Macaire,  blud- 
geons and  daggers.  You  have,  by  this  time, 
guessed  my  plan.  My  future  bride  is  in  the  habit 
of  sauntering  near  the  spot,  and  the  moment  our 
game  arrives,  rush  upon  it  with  the  recklessness 
of  a  ruined  gamester.  I  will  present  myself  as  sent 
by  Providence,  and  unarmed,  to  rescue  her  from 
H  2 
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your  ferocity.  Have  the  goodness  to  throw  down 
your  weapons  at  the  proper  moment ;  but  not  be- 
fore you  have  held  the  daggers  to  my  throat, — for 
women  have  a  passion  for  daggers  !  Once  con- 
quered, quit  the  field ;  the  rest  regards  myself. 
Tn  three  weeks,  my  wedding — brave  boys  ! — to 
which  I  hereby  invite  you.  Heaven  have  you 
meanwhile  in  its  holy  keeping — 

"  prays  your  friend, 

**Raoul  Tonayrion/' 

During  the  reading  of  this  precious  epistle, 
Estelle  remained  silent  and  confused. 

"This  was  addressed  to  you  by  Monsieur  To- 
nayrion  ?"  said  Servian,  looking  sternly  at  the 
prisoner. 

^^  It  is  certainly  his  writing,"  said  Estelle. 

"  You  are  at  liberty  to  withdraw,'^  said  Servian, 
again  severely  addressing  Cluzel. 

But  instead  of  takinor  advantage  of  his  restora- 
tion  to  liberty,  the  young  man  gazed  steadfastly 
upon  Estelle. 

^'  I  plead  guilty,  madam,*'  said  he,  "  to  reckless- 
ness and  levity ;  but  I  am  in  despair  when  I  think 
I  have  assisted  in  annoying  you.  In  the  name 
of  your  beauty,  madam,  I  implore  your  par- 
don ;    and    trust,   that   in   meeting   me    in    the 
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world,  you   will  not  treat  me  as  worthless  and 
brutal/^ 

"You  have  my  forgiveness,  sir,"  said  Estelle, 
goodriaturedly ;  ^^  but  you  cannot  quit  this  place  too 
soon,  for  the  gens-d'armes  may  arrive/' 

Cluzel  acknowledged  her  kindness  with  grati- 
tude ;  and  bowing  to  Madame  de  Caussade  in  the 
same  graceful  manner  with  which  he  first  ad- 
dressed her,  put  his  beard  in  his  pocket,  and 
departed. 

Estelle  and  Servian  remained  some  time  silent. 
At  length  he  ventured  to  inquire  what  she  thought 
now  of  the  peacock's  feathers  ? — 

"  Mention  Monsieur  Tonayrion's  name  ,no 
more!''  said  she.  '' Am  I  not  sufficiently  hu- 
miliated? My  sole  consolation  is  that  I  never 
loved  him.  No  more  of  him  ! — Of  what  were  we 
talking  yesterday,  when  he  interrupted  us  ?'' 

Servian  too  well  knew  his  interests  not  to  profit 
by  this  change  of  conversation. 

"  You  were  about  to  explain  to  me  what  had  lost 
me  in  your  estimation." 

"Do  you  remember  our  journey  to  Vichy, — 
when  our  carriage  was  stopped  by  robbers  ?  I 
could  not  help  thinking — '' 

"  What — in  the  name  of  Heaven  V 
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"That  you  were  frightened!^'  said  the  fair 
widow. 

*'  Is  this  your  only  complaint  against  me  ?*'  cried 
Servian. 

'^  Answer  me/'  persisted  Estelle,  "  was  I  mis- 
taken?" 

"  Not  in  the  least !''  said  he  eagerly.  "  Nay,  I 
still  tremble  at  the  recollection. — A  ball  from 
one  of  those  wretches  might  have  stretched  you 
lifeless  at  my  feet ! — Now,  do  you  see  why  I  was 
afraid  ?"— 

'^  To  think  that  I  should  never  have  surmised 
so  noble  a  motive  for  your  alarm  !" 

Servian  took  her  hand,  and  affectionately 
pressed  it  in  his  own. 

"  But  supposing  my  courage  had  for  a  moment 
failed,  why  did  you  so  cruelly  punish  me  V — 

"  Do  not  complain,"  said  Estelle ;  ''  perhaps 
my  irritation  had  the  same  cause  as  your 
alarm." 

"  Love  V — exclaimed  Servian,  in  ecstasy. 

^*  Had  you  been  indifferent  to  me,  I  should 
have  been  less  indignant  at  your  imputed  fault.'^ 

The  two  lovers,  seated  at  the  window,  now  saw 
the  colonel  approach. 

"  Here  is  my  father,"  said  she,  withdrawing 
her  hand   from   Servian's.       "  Draw  back  your 
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chair,  give    me    my   embroidery,   and    look  se- 
rious.'^ 

fe  "  Where  is  Tonayrion  ?"  inquired  the  Colonel, 
opening  the  door  abruptly. 

"  In  his  own  room,  I  should  think,'*  said 
Estelle.     "  Have  you  anything  to  say  to  him  V* 

"  I  have  !"  said  Herbelin  :  "  I  am  anxious  to 
wish  him  a  pleasant  journey.'^ 

"  Journey  V — said  Servian.  "  Is  he  then  going 
away  ?'' 

"  Quick  march !"  said  the  Colonel.  "  I  have  had 
enough  of  his  company.*' 

"  You  have  had  letters  from  Paris,  I  suspect  P* 
observed  Estelle. 

*^  Yes,^'  said  the  Colonel,  "  and  edifying  ones,  I 
promise  you.  Margeron  was  long  answering  me, 
but  he  had  good  reasons.  It  required  some  time 
to  ascertain  that  this  fellow,  son  of  a  Bourdeaux 
perfumer,  and  himself  formerly  a  lawyer's  clerk, 
had  passed  through  divers  vicissitudes  of  good 
and  evil  fortune,  ending  in  a  pretended  campaign 
in  Algiers ;  whither,  after  dissipating  his  slender 
patrimony  in  riot  and  excess,  he  betook  himself 
in  the  hopes  of  pigeoning  the  colonists  at  play, 
in  which  he  is  a  proficient.  He  has  fought,  it 
seems, — duels  of  course,  in  which  he  has  taken 
care  to  figure  with  old  men  and  boys.     Such  is 
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the  history  of  the  man  who  has  figured  so  boldly 
in  the  fashionable  circles  of  Paris,  and  whom  I 
am  about  to  turn  out  of  my  house/^ 

'^  Spare  yourself  the  trouble,  dear  papa ;  he  is 
now  making  his  preparations  for  departure,''  said 
Estelle  ;  and  with  a  grace  peculiarly  her  own,  she 
proceeded  to  narrate  the  adventures  of  the  morn- 
ing. At  first.  Colonel  Herbelin  was  furious  ;  but 
a  very  short  time  sufficed  to  reconcile  him  to  a 
circumstance  which  had  ended  in  the  reconcilia- 
tion of  his  friend  Servian  and  his  daughter. 

"All's  well  that  ends  well!"  cried  he;  "but  since 
you  will  not  allow  me  to  crop  the  ears  of  that 
vagabond  Tonayrion,  I  obey  only  on  condition 
that  you  give  your  hand  instantly  to  Servian." 

The  lovers  smiled. 

"  Why  do  you  laugh  ?''  inquired  the  Colonel. 

"Because  we  have  anticipated  your  com- 
mands," said  Estelle,  placing  her  hand  in  that  of 
Servian,  whom  the  Colonel,  after  kissing  his 
daughter's  forehead,  heartily  embraced. 

At  that  moment,  FeUx  Cambier  rushed  into  the 
room,  his  face  radiant  with  joy.  His  arm  was 
suspended  in  a  sling. 

"Surely,"  cried  Estelle,  ''the  wolf  bit  you  in 
the  left  arm, — yet  you  appear  to  be  wounded  in 
the  right  V 
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"  You  have  been  fighting !"  exclaimed  Servian. 

Fehx  made  a  sign  to  his  uncle  to  be  silent. 

"  In  an  honourable  cause,  I  am  satisfied,  my 
dear  Felix/'  interrupted  the  old  Colonel.  "  But 
I  will  not  suffer  you  to  be  catechized  just  now, 
even  by  your  uncle ;  more  particularly  since 
marriage,  and  not  war,  is  the  order  of  the  day." 

*'  Marriage  ?" — reiterated  Felix,  now  noticing 
for  the  first  time  the  air  and  attitude  of  Estelle 
and  Servian. 

^'  Even  so,  my  dear  boy,"  added  the  latter, 
vexed  to  see  him  turn  pale  with  mortification. 
"  All  that  remains  for  you  is,  to  fall  on  your  knee, 
and  implore  the  blessing  of  your  aunt." 

The  lips  of  poor  Cambier  quivered  at  this  un- 
expected termination  of  his  hopes. 

"  Do  not  appear  so  much  afraid  of  me,  FeUx," 
said  Estelle,  kindly  taking  him  by  the  hand ;  "  1 
will  not  scold  my  young  relation  half  so  severely 
as  I  have  scolded  my  young  friend.  Hencefor- 
ward, we  shall  form  but  a  single  family.  And 
see,''  she  continued,  pointing  to  the  terrace,  along 
which  Monsieur  Tonayrion  was  striding,  followed 
by  a  servant  carrying  his  portmanteau,  evidently 
quickening  his  steps  lest  he  should  meet  with 
interruption  from  some  one  of  the  party, — "the 
only  obstacle  to  our  domestic  comfort  has  fled  the 
H  3 
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field !  Let  us  not  forget  that  we  are  indebted  to 
your  quiet  uncle  for  divesting  yonder  ignominious 
animal  of  his  lion's  skin.'^ 

^'  And  for  converting  into  a  reasonable  being," 
added  Cambier,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  the  silly 
schoolboy  of  the  Cossack's  Grave/' — 
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CHAPTER  I. 

"  By  our  Lady  of  Las  Nieves !  the  night  is -too 
beautiful  for  me  to  sleep  under  cover,"  said  Paco 
Rosales,  seating  himself  on  a  stone  bench  at  the 
door  of  a  house  situated  at  the  entrance  of  Valen- 
tin, the  ancient  city  of  the  Cid,  amid  the  gardens 
on  the  banks  of  the  Guadalaviar ;  while  another 
beggar,  blind  of  one  eye  and  lame,  halting  oppo- 
site the  windows,  tried  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
gay  throng  whose  joyous  mirth  had  attracted 
them  thither. 

*^  I  shall  stay  here  the  night,"  said  Paco  Re- 
sales, flinging  the  skirt  of  his  tattered  cloak  over 
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his  shoulders.  "  It  makes  my  heart  leap  to  hear 
the  flutes  and  violins  ;  and  I  like  to  look  upon  the 
gaily  dressed  people.  Besides,  it  was  given  out 
at  the  gate  of  our  Lady  de  Las  Desemperados, 
that  the  Lord  Don  Antonio  de  Guevara,  on  occa- 
sion of  his  marriage,  would  bestow  largesses  on  the 
necessitous  poor  of  the  noble  city  of  Valentia. 
May  God  return  it  to  him  in  Paradise  ! — This  way, 
Tovahto  r 

"  No!'^  replied  the  other  beggar;  "  I  see  a 
place  where  we  can  have  good  view  of  the  dancing. 
Close  your  wallet  and  follow  me.*' 

After  creeping  by  the  side  of  a  hedge  bordering 
the  road,  they  stepped  into  the  garden;  in  which, 
thickly  screened  by  some  trees,  was  a  terrace 
covered  by  vines  and  Spanish  jessamines.  The 
ball-room  was  on  the  ground-floor,  the  windows 
looking  into  the  gardens  ;  and  it  was  easy  to  per- 
ceive the  walls  decorated  with  wreaths  and  garlands, 
the  candelabra  with  their  perfumed  lights,  and  the 
splendid  assemblage  of  guests  engaged  in  celebrat- 
ing the  wedding  of  Antonio  de  Guevara  with 
Dona  Theresa  di  Vasconcellos. 

According  to  ancient  custom,  there  was  at  the 
end  of  the  room  an  elevated  platform,  covered 
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with  a  rich  carpet ;  around  which  was  a  divan  oc- 
cupied by  the  ladies,  while  the  gentlemen  remained 
at  the  other  extremity  of  the  room. 

But  no  sooner  did  the  orchestra  strike  up  its 
joyous   strains,   than   the    gentlemen   and  ladies 
arose  and  walked  about  to  the  sounds  of  that  soft 
inspiring  music,  of  which  the  measure  was  marked 
by  the  castanets  of  some  graceful  senora.      The 
whole  nobility  of  Valentia  were  present,  in  all  the 
splendour  of  their  hereditary  jewels.      The  men 
wore  the  black  doublet,  stiff  frill,  and  full  satin 
breeches,  seen  in   the   portraits  of  Philip   IV.; 
while  the  women  were  arrayed  in  the  style  of  "that 
period,  in  costly  stuffs  embroidered   with  gold. 
Ribbons   and  precious   stones  glittered  in   their 
hair,  and  a  profusion  of  bows  adorned  their  sleeves 
and  boddices.     But  among  the  multitude  of  great 
ladies  and  beautiful  girls,  one  alone  attracted  at- 
tention ;  so  much  did  her  beauty  and  magnificence 
eclipse   the  rest,   even  the   noble  damsel  whom 
Don  Antonio  de  Guevara  was  to  espouse  on  the 
morrow. 

Dona  Theresa  appeared  rather  the  creation  of 
a  poet  or  a  painter,  than  of  Nature^s  handiwork. 
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She  displayed,  indeed,  the  beauty  and  sovereign 
grace  attributed  to  the  Pagan  divinities,  combined 
with  the  smiles  and  purity  of  the  virgins  of 
Raphael  or  Murillo.  Her  bridal  gown  was  simple, 
with  a  light  veil  falling  over  her  shoulders ;  but 
Don  Antonio  had  added  to  this  unpretending 
attire  jewels  fit  for  a  queen.  A  row  of  diamonds 
confined  the  raven  hair  of  Dona  Theresa,  and  a 
double  row  of  pearls  vied  with  the  virgin  white- 
ness of  her  neck. 

The  happy  bridegroom,  an  object  of  envy  to  all 
present,  was  a  young  and  handsome  cavaUer  just 
returned  from  the  wars  of  Portugal.  He  was  of  an 
important  family  and  prodigious  fortune;  and 
was  to  succeed  hereafter  to  a  domain  conferring 
the  distinguished  title  of  count.  Many  of  the 
young  ladies  expressed  their  envy  of  the  fate  of 
Dona  Theresa,  who  in  return  prayed  that  Heaven 
would  bless  them  before  the  end  of  the  year  with 
a  husband  resembling  the  Senor  de  Guevara. 

The  two  mendicants  sat  at  their  ease  before  the 
terrace ;  so  established  was  their  privilege  to  enter 
wherever  they  thought  proper,  to  solicit  charity. 
Nevertheless  they  took  care  to  shelter  themselves 
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under  a  clump  of  oleander- trees,  whose  foliage,  in 
the  twilight  of  a  summer's  night,  sufficed  to  con- 
ceal them  from  observation. 

"  By  my  holy  patron !"  said  Tovalito,  opening 
his  eyes,  —  "  what  riches  !  —  what  beautiful 
women  ! — They  have  as  many  jewels  about  them 
as  our  Lady  del  Pilar !  Grievous  temptation  to 
poor  Christians  like  ourselves  I" — 

"  Hold  your  peace  !  *'  interrupted  Paco  Rosales. 
"  Covetousness  is  a  deadly  sin.  We  ought  to 
contemplate  the  belongings  of  others  witli  indif- 
ference, and  hold  forth  our  hands  for  what  we  can 
get.  Do  you  see  Dona  Theresa?  the  lady  kd 
out  to  dance  by  a  cavalier  dressed  in  black  silk 
and  wearing  a  loop  of  diamonds  in  his  hat  V — 

"  I  swear  she  looks  like  our  Virgin  Lady,  with 
her  white  satin  gown,  white  roses,  and  band  of 
diamonds  I" — cried  his  companion. 

"  How  pale  she  is  V  remarked  Paco.  "  Her 
partner  is  no  doubt  Don  Antonio  de  Guevara,  her 
intended.  I  do  not  know  him,  though  we  have 
often  met.^' 

^'At  the  gate  of  our  Lady  of  Las  Desempe- 
rados  ?"  demanded  his  companion. 

Paco  made  an  affirmative   sign,   then   replied 
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with  a  mysterious  glance  — "  It  is  for  that  I 
wished  to  see  the  wedding  of  Dona  Theresa,  and 
the  face  of  the  bridegroom ;  and  I  can  now  attest 
it  was  not  for  him  she  made  such  long  prayers  in 
the  chapel  of  St.  Theresa/' 

"  Who  told  you  so  ?" 

"  Friend  Tovalito,  we,  who  frequent  churches, 
see  many  things  which  others  do  not,"  replied 
Paco,  knowingly. 

^^  May  their  knowledge  profit  them  1"  said  the 
other  crossing  his  bosom  with  his  only  arm,  and 
closing  his  eyes  with  a  sanctimonious  air.  ''  Mean- 
while I  shall  sit  down  and  rest.  It  is  cool  here. 
No  one  will  trouble  us.  Tell  me  a  story, — a  love- 
story,  if  you  know  one ;  — the  time  and  place 
are  propitious." 


THERESA.  163 


CHAPTER  II. 

^^Fkiend  Tovalito  !"  said  Paco  Resales,  as- 
suming the  look  of  importance  with  which  the 
Sultana  Scheherazade  probably  commenced  her 
marvellous  tales,  "  if  I  were  to  tell  you  all  the 
love-stories  I  know,  your  life  would  not  be  long 
enough  to  hear  them  to  an  end.  However,  I  have 
one,  and  curious  enough,  which  will  not  last 
longer  than  daybreak.  As  we  have  time  before 
us,  I  will  begin  by  giving  you  the  genealogy  of 
the  VasconceUos  family.  Many  trace  them  back 
to  the  Cid  Campeador ;  but  this  appears  doubt- 
ful;— ^which  need  not  prevent  us,  when  we  ask 
for  alms,  from  saying  ^  In  the  name  of  the 
blessed  saints,  take  pity  upon  a  poor  Christian, 
noble  descendant  of  the  Cid  !'     It  is  thus  I  used 
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to  solicit  Don  Diego  di  Vasconcellos,  a  good  old 
lord  who  came  daily  to  hear  the  six  o'clock  mass 
of  our  Lady  of  Las  Desemparados,  and  many  a 
real  did  I  get  for  my  pains  ! 

"That  worthy  m.an,  however,  died  ten  years 
ago  ;  leaving  behind  him  a  widow  and  four  young 
daughters.  His  whole  inheritance  consisted  of  a 
slender  estate,  settled  upon  his  eldest  girl;  the 
others,  being  unprovided  for,  could  not  hope  to 
make  much  figure  in  the  world,  or  find  partners 
in  marriage  suitable  to  their  conditions. 

"  Dona  Beatrix  dr  Vasconcellos,  their  mother, 
having  a  proud  heart  that  could  not  endure  an 
ill-assorted  alliance,  condemned  the  three  younger 
ones  to  take  the  veil.  I  saw  two  of  them  make 
their  vows  at  the  proper  age  ;  and  they  are  now 
in  the  convent  of  the  Benedictines. 

^^  Dona  Theresa,  the  youngest  of  the  four 
sisters,  waited  like  the  others,  till  it  was  time  to 
enter  upon  her  noviciate.  But  at  fifteen,  she 
proved  so  beautiful,  that  it  was  evident  her  fate 
was  not  to  be  a  nun,  and  that  for  her  a  dowry  was 
not  indispensable.  Every  day  she  used  to  come 
and  hear  the  mass  of  our  Lady  of  Las  Desem- 
parados ;   and  many  were  those  who  offered  up 
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their  vows  to  St.  Theresa  her  patroness.  I  was 
then  stationed  at  the  third  step  of  the  Httle  door 
to  the  left ;  a  place  which  has  come  down  to  me 
from  father  to  son,  without  our  ever  having  given 
cause  for  complaint  or  reproof.  When  Dona 
Beatrix  arrived  with  her  daughter,  I  always  rose, 
and  said  with  great  respect,  *  Noble  descendants 
of  the  Cid  !  in  the  name  of  God,  charity  I'  And 
the  old  lady,  fond  of  being  addressed  thus,  was 
sure  to  find  something  for  me  in  her  purse. 
Sometimes  Dona  Theresa,  throwing  aside  her 
veil,  and  advancing  her  hand,  would  fling  a  few 
maravedis  into  my  hat,  often  adding,  '  God 
help  you,  my  poor  man  !  Say  a  pater  and  an  ave 
for  me  at  our  Lady  of  Las  Nieves  !' — and  Heaven 
knows  I  never  failed  to  count  all  the  beads  of  my 
rosary  for  her  sake. 

^^  You  will  readily  guess  that  on  her  passage 
there  were  always  two  or  three  of  those 
fine  gentlemen  who  run  about  from  church  to 
church  all  day,  and  who  pass  the  night  in  sere- 
nades. I  knew  at  least  four  who  v/ere  in  love 
with  Dona  Theresa,  and  who  waited  hours  at  the 
gate  of  our  Lady,  of  Las  Desemperados.  But  it 
was  of  no  avail !     The  young  lady  passed  before 
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them  as  if  they  had  not  been  present.  Besides, 
she  was  always  accompanied  by  Dona  Beatrix,  a 
lady  of  so  stern  a  countenance,  that  no  one  dared 
to  risk  a  word  or  look,  still  less  a  billet'doux. 

^'  Among  these  young  cavaliers,  vvas  one  who 
did  not  fear  even  these  formidable  obstacles.  I 
had  observed  him  for  several  days,  but  was  ig- 
norant of  his  name.  Nobody  seemed  to  know 
him.  In  the  street,  he  never  bowed,  except  to 
the  host ;  so  that  I  concluded  he  was  a  stranger 
in  the  city. 

^^  I  was  not  mistaken.  One  morning,  he  came 
up  to  me,  with  an  air  leaving  no  doubt  that  he 
must  be  a  man  of  quality. 

'^  ^  Here  !'  said  he,  '  is  a  doubloon  and  a  letter. 
The  money  is  for  you;  the  letter  you  will  give 
to  the  beautiful  young  lady  who  puts  money  into 
your  hat  every  day.' 

^^  He  spoke  with  such  an  air  of  authority,  that 
T  found  it  impossible  to  disobey  him.  I  was 
terribly  puzzled,  however,  to  manage  the  business. 
I  put  the  note  into  my  hat,  and  when  Dona 
Theresa  arrived  as  usual  (for  you  see,  Tovalito, 
women  are  born  with  a  certain  degree  of  cunning, 
whicli,  though  they  have  seen  or  learnt  nothing, 
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teaches  them  the  deceit  of  the  world),  she  looked 
earnestly  at  me,  took  the  note,  and  in  its  place 
dropped  two  reals.  The  young  man  was  not  far 
off,  so  that  he  knew  full  well  his  commission  had 
been  executed;  and  a  minute  afterwards,  he  fol- 
lowed Theresa  into  the  church.  Every  day  after- 
wards, I  had  a  letter  in  my  hat ;  and  the  thing 
was  so  discreetly  managed,  that  no  one  was  the 
wiser  but  ourselves. 

'^  These  communications  had  continued  some 
time,  when  Beatrix  went  to  visit  at  Oxihuela,  the 
Countess  di  Vasconcellos,  her  eldest  daughter. 
— One  morning.  Dona  Theresa  came  to  mass, 
accompanied  by  an  old  duenna.  For  hours  the 
cavalier  had  been  waiting  at  the  entrance  of  the 
church,  and  had  already  heard  two  masses ;  and 
while  the  duenna  was  repeating  her  own  orisons, 
the  two  lovers  knelt  side  by  side  before  the  shrine 
of  St.  Theresa.  They  now  spoke,  probably  for 
the  first  time.  I  know  not  what  they  said ;  but 
from  that  day,  my  hat  received  no  more  letters  ; 
and  they  had  probably  devised  means  of  slipping 
them  through  the  bars  of  some  window.  Still, 
Dona  Theresa  was  constant  in  her  attentions  at  our 
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Lady  de  Las  Desemparados,  where  the  cavalier 
daily  attended  the  nine  o^clock  mass. 

'^  At  the  end  of  some  weeks^  Dona  Beatrix  re- 
turned. The  first  day  of  her  coming  to  church, 
she  gave  me  a  handsome  donation  in  passing,  and 
said,  *  On  Thursday  morning  after  Whitsunday,  I 
shall  distribute  bread  and  wine  to  the  poor 
in  front  of  my  house.  Come  and  take  your 
share.' — 

«f  Why  that  was  to-day  ?"  interrupted  To- 
valito. 

"  I  know  it,  but  I  did  not  choose  to  put  my- 
self out  of  the  way  for  so  httle.  Dona  Theresa 
had  lowered  her  veil  while  her  mother  was  speak- 
ing, so  that  I  did  not  see  her  face.  But  by  her 
voice  I  guessed  she  was  weeping. 

"  ^  My  poor  Paco  !'  faltered  she,  ^  grant  me 
your  prayers  !' 

"  The  next  day  she  did  not  come,  nor  the  day 
following ;  the  cavalier  also  disappeared.  The 
adventure  seemed  at  an  end,  and  I  was  beginning 
to  think  no  more  of  it,  when,  on  Sunday  last,  after 
high  mass,  father  Marco  published  the  bans  of 
marriage  between  Dona  Theresa  di  Vasconcellos, 
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and  Don  Antonio  de  Guevara.  It  was  reported 
at  the  same  time  that  there  would  be  a  great  dis- 
pensation of  alms  at  the  door  of  our  Lady  of  Las 
Desemparados  ;  and  people  spoke  of  Don  Antonio 
as  a  native  of  Seville,  so  that  I  expected  to  see 
the  cavalier  so  generous  with  his  doubloons ;  and 
on  hearing  that  the  wedding  was  to  take  place 
here  in  the  country,  strapped  my  wallet  on  my 
sh{)ulders,  and  set  off  to  see  my  generous  cavalier. 
By  the  locks  of  Mary  Magdalen  !  I  did  not  think 
to  find  a  strange  face  in  the  bridegroom.  It  is 
not  he,  depend  upon  it,  whom  Dona  Theresa 
loves.  Nevertheless  my  kinsman,  the  canon  Don 
Ignacio  di  Vasconcellos  is  to  marry  them  to- 
morrow V 

"  Perhaps  !"  cried  a  voice  that  made  Paco 
Rosales  start;  and  at  that  moment,  some  one 
emerged  from  behind  the  hedge  of  oleander  at  the 
extremity  of  the  terrace. 

He  was  a  man  of  tall  stature,  with  a  light 
pointed  beard  falling  from  a  face  of  remarkable 
beauty.  A  broad-brimmed  hat  was  slouched 
almost  to  his  eyes,  touching  behind  the  collar 
of  an  ample  cloak,  concealing  the  rest  of  his  attire. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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^'  Here/'  said  he,  throwing  something  into  the 
hat  of  Paco  Rosales ;  "  are  you  bold  enough  to 
dehver  this  letter  of  mine  to  its  old  address  ?" 

For  a  moment,  Paco  stood  confounded,  then 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross. 

"  I  am,"  said  he  firmlv. — ^'  Trust  me  V' — 
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CHAPTER  III. 

They  were  still  dancing  in  the  ball-room. 
Twenty  couples  stood  up  to  the  spirited  strains  of 
the  bolero,  and  lightly  snapped  the  measure  with 
their  lively  castanets.  It  was  easy,  from  without, 
to  see  them  pass  and  repass  before  the  windows, 
which,  in  the  obscurity  of  the  night  seemed 
to  form  the  frames  of  so  many  animated 
pictures. 

Dona  Theresa  stood  leaning  with  one  hand 
upon  the  balcony ;  and  with  the  other,  appeared 
to  be  listlessly  tearing  to  pieces  her  bridal  bou- 
quet. She  gazed  calmly — almost  smilingly — on 
I  2 
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the  crowd;  but  whoever  looked  closely  at  her 
countenance,  might  easily  detect  symptoms  of 
preoccupation  and  bitter  suffering. 

Don  Antonio  de  Guevara  meanwhile  was  the 
happiest  of  men.  He  did  not  a  moment  quit  the 
side  of  his  bride;  and  for  the  first  time,  pre- 
sumed to  whisper  words  of  tenderness  to  which 
she  could  not  refuse  to  lend  an  ear.  Dona 
Beatrix  viewed  with  pride  and  exultation  the 
brilliancy  of  the  scene.  She  was  a  proud,  absolute 
woman,  who  had  seen  without  a  tear  her  two 
other  daughters  assume  the  religious  garb ; 
though  she  now  deeply  regretted  her  inabihty  to 
provide  for  them  otherwise,  for  the  marriage  of 
Theresa  filled  her  with  delight. 

Without,  all  was  silent.  The  terrace  was  feebly 
lit  by  the  reflection  of  the  ball-room;  beyond, 
darkness  prevailed ;  and  the  heavens,  covered  with 
clouds,  blended  towards  the  horizon  with  the 
deep  blue  of  the  sea.  Theresa  rested  her  weary 
eyes  for  a  minute  upon  this  confused  landscape, 
as  if  to  refresh  her  senses  with  the  sweet  and 
reviving  night  air ;  and  at  that  moment,  the  wind 
shook  the  blossom-laden  branches  of  the  orange- 


THERESA.  173 

trees,  and  two  palm-trees  before  the  terrace 
bowed  their  pliant  tops  with  a  gentle  rustling. 
Some  painful  reminiscence  attacked  the  heart  of 
the  beautiful  girl,  for  she  turned  away  her  head 
with  a  sigh. 

"  You  are  suffering,  my  soul?"  said  Don  An- 
tonio with  solicitude. 

"Heed  it  not,  senor!"  she  replied.  "The 
ball  fatigues  me ;  I  would  willingly  rest 
awhile." 

"  It  wearies  me  also,"  said  he.  "Fain would  I 
escape  and  accompany  you  to  the  shade  of  yonder 
trees,  where  we  should  be  alone." 

Theresa  turned  aside  her  head.  These  words 
of  love  revolted  her  very  soul ;  and  to  escape 
them,  she  looked  around  for  her  mother.  At  that 
moment,  a  shadow  passed  before  the  window, 
and  a  voice  humbly  murmured, — 

"  Noble  descendant  of  the  Cid  !  Charity  for 
a  poor  Christian — God  will  return  it  you  in  this 
world  and  in  the  next." 

Theresa  trembled  and  turned  pale,  uttering  a 
feeble  exclamation. 
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"  Has  the  vagabond  alarmed  you  ?"  cried  Don 
Antonio  ;  '^  how  dared  he  come  hither  ? — I  will 
have  him  turned  out  of  the  gardens/^ — 

"  Senor/^  said  she,  "  spare  him  !— .he  came 
with  my  permission.     I  know  him;" 

Again  did  Paco  Rosales  solicit  alms  in  the 
same  piteous  and  drawling  voice  as  when  he 
formerly  held  his  hat  at  the  door  of  our  Lady  of 
Las  Desemparados ;  and  Theresa,  leaning  forward 
from  the  balcony,  advanced  her  hand  and  took 
the  note. 

It  was  a  torn  leaf,  upon  which  were  these 
words,  "  Theresa,  I  am  here. — Come  to  me,  or 
by  Heaven !  I  will  seek  you  in  the  midst  of  the 
ball.^^— 

Having  perused  these  words  behind  her  fan, 
all  pale  and  trembling,  she  pressed  her  hands 
upon  her  heart,  and  stood  with  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  terrace.  The  stranger  was  concealed 
in  the  depths  of  the  trees,  where  Paco  Rosales 
also  rejoined  his  companion. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  demanded  he,  seeing 
the  hand  of  Tovalito  grasping  his  knife  with  a 
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wild     and   watchful    look.     ^^  What     have    you 
seen  ?" 

"  Some  one  I  little  expected  to  meet  here," 
replied  Tovalito,  with  a  gruff  voice;  "  I  have 
been  face  to  face  with  my  mortal  enemy.  By  the 
holy  saints,  his  life  held  by  a  thread.^' 

'^  But  where  is  he  V^  said  Paco  Rosales,  more 
and  more  astonished. 

The  beggar,  looking  around  him,  replied  in  a 
deep  voice, 

"  At  hand  !  It  is,  perhaps,  the  cavalier  whose 
name  you  do  not  know.  Come  away,  and  I  wiU 
tell  you.'* 

Tovalito  now  guided  his  companion  out  of  the 
garden,  and  both  concealed  themselves  under  the 
hedge. 

"  Do  you  mean,^^  said  Paco, ' "  that  my  fine 
cavalier  is  not  what  he  appears  to  be  ?  Have  you 
recognised  in  him  an  old  companion  ?'' 

"  No  !"  replied  Tovalito,  cooly;  "  I  recognise 
only  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman,  eldest  son  of  the 
Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia,  governor  of  Andalusia, 
and  grandee  of  Spain/^ 
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"  Preserve  us  !  So  great  a  personage  ?  What 
was  he  doing  at  Valentia,  alone  and  unattended  ?'* 

"  Who  can  say  ! — It  was  not  in  this  country 
I  knew  him.  Perhaps  he  has  some  secret 
mission." 

"  It  seems  you  have  your  story  to  tell  me  !" 
said  Paco.  "  We  are  alone,  speak  without 
fear.'' 

*^  Mine  is  not  a  love  story,  nor  did  I  learn  it 
at  the  door  of  the  church,"  said  the  beggar  with  a 
sigh.  "  I  once  led  a  very  different  life  to  my 
present  condition  !" 

"  You  had  other  means,  then,"  interrupted 
Paco,  "  of  obtaining  money  than  begging  of  your 
neighbour  V 

^'  Instead  of  an  empty  wallet,  I  carried  a  heavy 
purse.  But  it  is  not  from  you,  friend  Paco,  that 
I  want  to  hide  my  adventures.  Know,  in  the 
first  place,  that  my  calling  compelled  me  to  fre- 
quent the  frontiers.  I  was  often  at  morning  in 
Portugal,  and  at  evening  in  Spain  again.  Had  I 
persisted  in  my  little  trade,  I  should  have  be©n 
something   better    at   this    time   of  day   than  a 
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hungry  mendicant.  But  I  chose  to  interfere  in 
the  affairs  of  the  great,  and  lost  myself  for  my 
pains  I  Do  you  understand  me  yet,  friend 
Paco?^^ 

"  Not  I,  by  the  soul  of  Judas  \"  replied  the 
other  beggar,  with  a  sardonic  laugh  ;  "  I  suppose 
that  instead  of  working  for  yourself,  you  became 
the  tool  of  some  grandee — eh }" 

"  Precisely.  There  was  then  a  trade  going  on 
upon  the  frontiers,  still  more  dangerous  than 
mine.  After  the  revolt  of  the  Duke  of  Braganza 
against  the  king  of  Spain,  when  the  rebellious 
Portuguese  placed  the  crown  upon  his  head,  lie 
entertained  secret  intelligence  with  Andalusia;  and 
communications  were  carried  on  by  means  of 
monks,  hawkers,  and  smugglers.  It  was  thus 
that  the  Duke  de  Medina  Sidonia  managed  his 
correspondence  with  his  sister,  the  Queen  of 
Portugal.^' 

"  Why     these     were     state    aifairs,     with    a 
vengeance  ! — A  plot  against  our  lord  the  king  V 
interrupted    Paco.      '^  You     might     have    been 
hanged  in  the  course  of  such  a  calling  !" 
i3 
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"  Even  so  !"  quietly  replied  Tovalito ;  "  but 
nothing  hazard,  nothing  have  !^^ 

^'  On  with  your  story  then  \"  said  Paco,  shut- 
ting his  eyes.  "  I  am  getting  curious  in  my 
turn." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  I  DID  not  understand  what  was  plotting/' 
said  Tovalito ;  "  the  letters  I  carried  were  closely 
sealed ;  besides  I  am  no  great  hand  at  reading. 
Shortly  afterwards,  Don  Alonzo  came  to  the 
frontiers  on  pretence  of  visiting  his  relation  the 
Marquis  d'Ayamonte,  whose  territory  was  on  the 
left  bank  of  the  Guadiana.  Upon  that  occasion 
there  were  hunting  parties^  which  lasted  several 
days,  and  assembled  many  guests. 

"  On  noticing  the  unlimited  hospitality  of  Don 
Alonzo,  the  idea  of  an  approaching  rebellion  oc- 
curred to  me.     Being  a  native  of  San  Lucar  de 
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Barrameda,  and  subject  of  the  Duke  de  Medina 
Sidonia.  they  placed  much  confidence  in  me.  I 
was  not  then  quite  so  poor  as  Job  ;  but  possessed 
an  old  tumble-down  house,  sufficient  for  my 
traffic,  in  which  I  was  more  secure  than  behind 
stone  walls. — One  day,  Don  Alonzo  gave  me  his 
orders  in  person,  the  purport  of  which  was  to 
fetch  from  Portugal  a  quantity  of  arms  and 
powder;  and  starting  on  the  same  night,  the  next 
day  I  recrossed  the  frontier,  and  my  old  house 
became  an  arsenal.  On  witnessing  my  suc- 
cess, Don  Alonzo  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and 
put  five  thousand  rials  and  a  packet  of  letters 
into  it.  The  money  was  for  me,  the  letters  were 
to  go  to  Lisbon  without  delay. — My  fortune 
seemed  made ! 

"  It  was  late  when  Don  Alonzo  left  me  ;  and 
having  made  my  preparations  for  departure,  I 
lay  down  to  sleep  in  my  clothes.  I  had  a  dream. 
Methought  I  was  in  some  place  where  the 
walls  were  faUing  in,  and  that  faces  of  demons 
occupied  the  place  of  the  stones.  In  the  terror 
of  the  moment,  I  invoked  to  my  aid  my  holy 
patron,  St.  Thomas,  and  would  have  fled,  but  my 
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legs    trembled,    and    my    respiration    was    sus- 
pended. 

"  A  strange  noise  awoke  me  ;  and  on  opening 
my  eyes,  I  saw  by  tbe  light  of  my  lamp,  which 
was  about  to  expire,  twenty  armed  men  with 
drawn  swords,  drawn  up  around.  All  was  evidently 
lost !  The  packet  of  letters  was  by  my  side, 
and  the  officer  in  command  instantly  seized  the 
prize. 

"  Recommending  my  soul  to  God,  I  seized  my 
pistol,  and  fired  upon  the  barrels  of  gunpowder 

piled  up  in  the  corner  of  the  room." 

"  Holy  Virgin !"  interrupted  Paco ;  "  would 
you  have  died  then  without  confession  ?" — 

"  The  walls,"  resumed  Tovalito,  coolly,  "  flew 
into  the  air  like  a  handful  of  sand  thrown  to  the 
winds.  I  found  myself  lying  on  the  ground 
among  the  rubbish;  while  here  and  there  lay 
dead  and  dying  men,  uttering  the  most  piercing 
shrieks.  I  tried  to  rise,  but  fell  as  if  dead.  It 
was  there,  Paco,  1  left  the  hand  and  eye  you  find 
wanting.  I  did  not  regret  them,  however;  for 
the  letters  entrusted  to  me  were  destroyed  1'* 
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"  And  did  not  Don  Alonzo  reward  you  for 
such  a  signal  act  of  devotion?"  said  Paco  Ro- 
sales. 

*^  Not  he  ! — When  I  came  to  my  senses,  I  was 
in  a  prison-cell,  upon  straw,  with  a  crucifix  above 
me.  I  thought  I  should  have  expired  of  the 
mere  anguish  of  my  wounds  ;  but  a  good  Francis- 
can attended  me,  who  administered  remedies  that 
soon  restored  me.  They  only  waited  my  re- 
establishment  to  pronounce  my  sentence  of  death ; 
not  for  any  crime  against  the  state,  for  nothing 
had  been  divulged, — but  as  the  smuggler  of  a  few 
wretched  bales  of  merchandise.  I  reckoned  of 
course  upon  the  assistance  of  Don  Alonzo,  expect- 
ing every  moment  he  would  send  me  means  of 
escape.  But  I  was  deceived.  He  departed,  in- 
different to  my  fate;  and  would  probably  have 
been  gratified  had  I  been  hanged,  in  order  to  get 
rid  of  me  ! — By  the  will  of  God,  and  the  aid  of 
the  good  Franciscan,  on  the  eve  of  the  day  I  was 
to  have  been  hanged  in  the  great  square  of  Aya- 
monte,  I  effected  my  escape ;  and  journeyed  for 
three  weeks,  begging  my  bread  on  the  road,  and 
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halting  only  for  occasional  rest. — At  last,  I  ar- 
rived at  Valentia;  where  not  daring  to  recom- 
mence my  former  adventurous  life,  I  decided  upon 
living  like  many  other  honest  people,  on  the  cha- 
rity of  those  who  bestow  alms  upon  the  halt  and 
maimed  at  the  door  of  the  church.  Such  is  my 
history,  and  the  manner  of  my  acquaintance  with 
Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman." 

"  By  the  saints,  he  should  pay  for  the  loss  of 
your  eye  and  arm,  and  all  you  possessed  in  the 
world ! — In  your  place,"  said  Paco,  "  I  would 
have  my  revenge  I" 

"Revenge?'—  * 

Paco  touched  the  handle  of  his  dagger, — 
"  Do  you  think  this  will  not  do  for  a  man  as 
well  as  the  sword  of  an  hidalgo  V  said  he. — "  You 
had  a  famous  opportunity  this  evening/' 

"  I  know  it !"  replied  Tovalito.  "  Nothing 
easier  than  to  kill  a  man.  But  death  is  no  pain 
to  him  who  does  not  see  it  arriving. — He  does 
not  even  feel  his  death. — Such  vengeance  is  not 
worth  having." 

Paco  Rosales  rose   to  ascertain  whether  any- 
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body  were  listening,  and  perceived  a  woman, 
whose  white  gown  was  scarcely  visible  through 
the  darkness. 

It  was  Theresa  !  After  a  few  steps,  she  paused 
and  hesitated  ;  the  clamour  of  the  ball  dying  away 
in  the  distance,  seemed  to  warn  her  to  return. 
Urged  by  a  fatal  presentiment,  the  young  bride  was 
about  to  retrace  her  steps ;  when  a  voice,  which 
caused  her  heart  to  thrill,  exclaimed,  close  beside 
her,  "Theresa!"  and  a  hand  from  which  she 
tried  in  vain  to  extricate  herself,  dragged  her 
towards  the  extremity  of  the  garden,  where,  under 
a  clump  of  palm-trees,  whose  fan-shaped  branches 
formed  an  ample  shelter,  was  a  turfen  seat.  Ter- 
rified and  bewildered,  Theresa  convulsively  grasped 
the  hand  of  her  conductor,  while  her  tears  flowed 
forth  unrestrained. 

"  You  did  not  expect  me  here  to-night !"  said 
he,  with  bitter  irony, — "  But  you  see  I  am  come 
in  time,  and  ready  to  fulfil  my  promise." 

"  It  is  too  late  !"  she  replied,  "  This  is  the  eve 
of  my  wedding-day  !" — 

"  I  know  it ! — Another  has  received  the  vows 
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you  pledged  to  me.  But  by  our  holy  mother,  you 
shall  not  accompUsh  such  treason  !" 

"  With  what  can  you  reproach  me  ?^^  exclaimed 
she.  "  You  left  me  to  combat  the  authority  of  my 
mother,  and  when  I  threw  myself  at  her  feet,  and 
acknowledged  that  I  had  already  pledged  my 
heart,  I  did  not  dare  pronounce  the  name  of  him 
Iloved!" 

^^  You  should  have  confided  in  Twe,"  said  he 
coldly. — "  But  it  is  yet  time  to  protect, — to  save 
you ! — Follow  me  I" 

*^  Leave  me, — leave  me  !"  exclaimed  she,  trying 
to  close  her  ears  to  his  seductive  voice. 

^^  Leave  you — and  why  ? — It  is  midnight,  our 
usual  hour  of  meeting  ! — How  often  have  we  been 
together  in  calm  and  balmy  nights  like  this, — 
nights  of  joy ! — Think  you  that  all  this  is  ended? 
— That  I  will  yield  you  to  another  ? — Believe  it 
not,  my  Theresa  V 

"  Take  pity  on  me,''  cried  she,  kneeling  at  his 
feet;  "  I  have  but  a  moment  more. — Already  they 
are  seeking  me !  My  honour — my  life  are  at  stake  V 

"  And  dare  you  not  intrust  them  to  me  then  ?" 
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interrupted  he.     "Is  this  your  boasted  courage 
and  devotion  ?" 

"Yes!"  she  exclaimed,  weeping.  "I  would 
have  followed  my  husband  in  misfortune,  obscu- 
rity, misery ;  but  my  lover  never  ! — Kill  me,  if  you 
choose, — but  follow  you  I  neither  can  nor  will.^^ 

*«  Listen  to  me  \''  said  he,  forcing  her  to  rise. 
"  Great  obstacles  lie  betwixt  us.  Will  you  in- 
trust yourself  to  me,  if  I  pledge  myself  by  a  mar- 
riage of  conscience  ?" 

^^  Merciful  heavens !"   cried   she,  convulsively 
grasping  his  arm.     "  Do  you  hear  thpse  cries? 
They  are  seeking  me  ; — they  come  this  way  !"  — 

Various  voices  were,  indeed,  calling  for  The- 
resa in  all  directions.  The  dancing  had  ceased; 
and  flambeaux  flashed  about  through  the  gardens. 

Tovalito  and  Paco  approached  Don  Antonio  de 
Guevara,  who,  pale  and  sword  in  hand,  knew 
not  against  whom  he  was  to  defend  his  bride. 

"  We  have  seen  her,  senor  I"  said  they  ;  "  She 
is  in  yonder,  avenue.  Somebody  is  with  her  — 
a  cavalier  of  high  stature,  and  wearing  a  black 
cloak. — He  led  her  in  this  direction  !" 
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They  now  proceeded  towards  the  clump  of  palm- 
trees. — No  one  was  there  ! — But  lo  !  on  the  tram- 
pled turf,  lay  the  diamond  ornaments  and  bridal 
wreath  of  Theresa. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Next  day,  Paco  Resales  was  at  his  usual  sta- 
tion near  the  little  door  of  the  church  of  our  Lady 
of  Las  Desemparados,  discussing  with  his  friend 
Tovalito  the  events  of  the  preceding  night. 

*^  Where  are  they,  I  wonder?"  said  Paco;  "  I 
would  freely  give  my  day's  gains  to  find  out." 

"  He  has  taken  her  away,  either  by  persuasion 
or  by  violence,  God  knows  whither !  — probably  to 
his  own  home,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Impossible  !  He  would  be  afraid  of  pursuit.'* 

"  What  do  you  suppose,  then,  he  has  done  with 
her  ? — He  is  not  over  scrupulous,  and  when  tired 
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of  her,  will  very  likely  send  her  back  to  her  fa- 
mily/^ 

**  But  why  did  you  not  openly  recognise  him  ?" 
said  Paco  Resales. 

''  Friend  Paco,  it  is  plain  enough  you  have 
never  frequented  great  people,  and  know  little  of 
the  affairs  of  this  world/^  cried  Tovalito.  *^  His 
eminence  the  Canon  Don  Ignacio  di  Vasconcellos 
is  gone  to  the  corregidor.  All  the  alguazils  are 
on  the  stir  seeking  Dona  Theresa  in  every  direc- 
tion. They  would  be  less  eager  in  their  pursuit, 
did  they  know  the  name  of  her  abductor.  Time 
enough  to  publish  it  when  she  is  discovered. 
Besides,  perhaps  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman  has 
assumed  another  name." 

"  Hush,  hush ;''  said  Paco  ;  "  As  I  live  and 
breathe,  here  he  comes  V 

It  was,  indeed,  Don  Alonzo;  who  advanced 
cautiously,  as  if  afraid  to  encounter  any  one. 
Though  the  day  was  closing,  he  concealed  his  face 
with  his  cloak ;  and  his  broad-brimmed  hat,  from 
which  drooped  a  long  black  feather,  was  slouched 
low  upon  his  forehead. 

''  That  was  just  his  dress   last   night !"    said 
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Paco.  "  He  comes  this  way.  Withdraw,  Tova- 
lito,  withdraw.^' 

'*•  No/'  said  the  mendicant,  "  he  will  not  re- 
member me.     I  choose  to  remain.^' 

Don  Alonzo  now  beckoned  to  Paco,  and  having 
ascertained  that  nobody  could  overhear  them — 

"  Listen  \"  said  he.  *'  You  have  already  faith- 
fully served  me .  I  want  your  further  aid,  and  will 
recompense  your  discretion  and  zeal  as  before. 
Let  us  see  if  you  will  succeed  in  the  business  I  am 
about  to  confide  to  you.  You  pious  gentry,  who 
pass  your  lives  at  the  doors  of  churches,  telling 
your  chaplets  and  transmitting  amatory  epistles, 
ought  to  know  not  only  all  the  tine  ladies  and 
all  the  pretty  girls  who  come  to  offer  up  their 
prayers,  but  also  the  priests  and  monks,  who 
from  dawn  of  day  to  the  second  Angelus  say 
mass  in  the  churches  and  monasteries  of  Va- 
lentia.  Among  them  do  you  happen,  pray, 
to  know  any  who,  regardless  of  the  censures 
of  my  lord  archbishop,  would  consent  to  solem- 
nize a  clandestine  marriage  for  which  he  should 
be  paid  the  price  of  preaching  a  whole  lent  before 
his  majesty  ?" 
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At  this  abrupt  proposition,  Paco  Resales  looked 
up  with  surprise  and  mistrust. 

"  A  marriage,  and  the  solemnization  to  be  good 
and  valid  ?''  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  amazement. 

"  Good  and  valid ! — Do  you  know,  I  say,  any 
worthy  priest  who  would  bless  the  union  of  two 
lovers,  and  keep  it  a  secret  ?'' 

"  I  know  a  reverend  Dominican  who  would  not 
refuse  to  celebrate  a  marriage  of  conscience.  But 
I  must  go  seek  him  at  the  convent,"  said  Paco. 

"  Time  presses,"  said  Don  Alonzo ;  "  for  to- 
morrow I  quit  Valentia. — Go  find  this  worthy 
father." 

"  Your  lordship, "  said  Paco,  astonished, 
"  would  have  the  ceremony  performed  this  very 
night  ?'^ 

"  Can  you  execute  my  commission?"  reiterated 
Don  Alonzo. 

"  In  whose  name  am  I  to  address  Father 
Cyrillo  ?"  said  the  mendicant. 

"  In  mine!''  replied  Don  Alonzo,  showing  a 
paper  he  held  in  his  hand.  "  Deliver  this  to  him, 
and  before  midnight,  come  to  me  behind  the  gar- 
dens of  the  bishop's  palace,  and  give  me  the  an- 
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swer. — Do  not  come  alone, — do  ye  hear?  But 
bring  some  one  you  can  trust — some  honest  fel- 
low like  yourself." 

"The  doors  of  the  convent  close  at  the  last 
Angelus/'  said  Paco  Rosales,  picking  up  his  stick ; 
"  I  have  just  time  to  execute  your  lordship's 
wishes."" 

Don  Alonzo  now  departed,  disappearing  in  the 
dark  narrow  streets  adjoining  our  Lady  of  Las  De- 
semperados.  But  he  did  not  escape  the  eye  of 
Tovalito.  The  mendicant  followed  him,  while 
Paco  Rosales  proceeded  to  the  convent  of  the 
Dominicans.  He  paused  before  the  archbishop's 
gate,  where  the  young  senor  made  his  entrance. 

The  gate  of  the  palace,  like  the  door  of  the 
church,  was  occupied  by  mendicants,  who  main- 
tained their  hereditary  privilege  and  station  under 
the  toleration  of  the  high  clergy  of  Spain.  Thev 
were  honest-looking  beggars,  whose  ruddy  jovial 
faces  were  good  to  look  at.  Though  wearing  the 
livery  of  their  calling,  their  tattered  garments 
did  not  impart  a  look  of  misery.  Their  clerical 
patrons  would  not  have  tolerated  those  misera- 
ble  wretches   who    speculate   upon   their   bodily 
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infirmities.     Still  the  fellows  were   genuine  Spa- 
nish mendicants^  though  merry  and  well  fed. 

Tovalito  addressed  humbly  to  one  of  these  his 
more  fortunate  colleagues^  placing  his  hat  upon 
his  head  to  prove  the  disinterested  purpose  of  his 
visit. 

"  May  the  Virgin  and  your  holy  patron  be  ever 
with  you,  friend  Lazarillo  ! "  said  he.  "How  go 
things  hereabouts  ? — Has  his  Eminence  bestowed 
his  bounty  on  you  to  day }" 

"  The  archbishop  has  not  been  out ;  but  .we 
have  had  a  supply  from  Providence^ — a  shower  of 
small  coin  distributed  by  a  noble  traveller  to  the 
poor  of  Valentia.  His  Illustrious  Highness  the 
Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia  is  just  arrived,  with  a 
suite  of  six  carriages  and  fifty  men-at-arms.  He 
is  now  in  the  palace." 

"  Has  his  Lordship  relatives  here  in  the  city?^^ 
asked  Tovalito. 

^  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman,  his  son,  preceded 
him  by  a  day. — It  is  the  first  time  their  Lordships 
visit  the  noble  city  of  Valentia,"  replied  Lazarillo. 

VOL.  III.  K 
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''  But  they  will  not  stay  long. — They  start  to- 
morrow for  the  frontier  of  Catalonia,  where  the 
king  is  already  arrived. — May  the  great  St.  James 
di  Compostella,  patron  of  travellers,  accompany 
them  on  their  road  1'^ 

"  Has  he  dared  conceal  his  mistress  in  the 
palace?"  thought  Tovalito  at  this  intelligence. 
He  did  not  dwell,  however,  upon  so  improbable  a 
supposition,  but  hastened  back  to  his  station  to 
communicate  to  Paco  Resales  all  he  had  learned. 
The  mendicant  was  returning  from  the  convent 
of  the  Dominicans,  situated  outside  the  town,  at 
the  extremity  of  one  of  those  shady  avenues  which, 
like  a  verdant  belt,  surround  Valentia.  The  two 
mendicants  mutually  related  all  they  had  heard 
and  seen. 

"  I  have  delivered  the  letter  to  Father  Cyrillo,'" 
said  Paco.  "  You  know  the  breadth  of  his  sleeve. 
For  two  pounds  of  chocolate,  he  gives  absolution 
at  Easter ;  and  in  ordinary  times,  still  cheaper. — 
I  am  convinced  that  for  fifty  rials,  he  would  unite 
Satan  himself  with  a  nun,  in  unholy  wedlock." 
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*^  Peace,  peace  !^*  said  Tovalito,  crossing  him- 
self; "  it  is  not  safe  to  talk  of  the  devil." 

"The  devil  is  not  so  black  as  reported!''  ex- 
claimed Paco.  "  For  my  part,  I  am  much  more 
afraid  of  the  holy  Inquisition. — But  that  is  not  the 
question  at  present. — Let  us  talk  of  this  marriage. 
— Father  Cyrillo  read  the  letter,  and  wanted  to 
make  a  mystery  of  the  name  at  the  bottom.  As  I 
already  knew  it,  I  did  not  appear  curious,  nor  was 
I  obliged  to  go  on  my  knees  to  obtain  his  com- 
pliance. He  has  to  watch  over  a  corpse  to-night 
in  the  cathedral;  but  the  marriage  might  take 
place  before  the  funeral," 

"  You  really  think,  then,  that  Don  Alonzo  de 
Gusman  will  marry  this  girl? — As  if  he  loved  her 
well  enough  to  defy  the  malediction  of  his  fa- 
ther !" 

^^What  he  has  done,  proves  it,"  said  Paco. 
"  He  will  be  married,  in  all  conscience,  as  he 
wished,  according  to  the  laws  of  our  holy  catholic 
church." 

k2 
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'^  We  shall  see,"  said  Tovalito,  incredulously. 
^^  There  are  more  words  than  one  to  such  a 
bargain.^^ 


THERESA.  397 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Paco  Rosales  reached  the  archbishop's  gar- 
den before  midnight^  nor  was  Tovalito  far  off. 
Don  Alonzo  was  also  close  at  hand.  But  not 
daring  to  trust  any  member  of  his  father's  house- 
hold, the  young  man  came  alone. 

"  Right  good  !"  said  he,  on  hearing  the  success 
of  Paco's  commission.  "  But  are  you  sure  of  your 
companion }" 

"  As  of  myself,  Senor,'^  replied  the  beggar. 

"  In  that  case,  I  will  trust  him.  —  Proceed 
to  the  convent  of  the  Dominicans. — In  an  hour. 
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I  will  be  there  with   Dona  Theresa  di  Vascon- 
cellos/^ 

Don  Alonzo  now  hastened  to  a  little  street  near 
Sail  Juan  del  Mercado.  When  in  Valentia  incog- 
nito, some  months  before,  he  had  lodged  with  an 
old  lady,  to  whom  he  passed  himself  off  as  the  son 
of  a  rich  merchant  of  Seville.  Thither  had  he 
now  conducted  Theresa.  The  lovely  girl  had  at 
length  learned  the  name  of  him  whose  impetuous 
passion  had  torn  her  from  her  bridegroom  and 
family,  on  the  very  day  of  her  wedding;  but  she 
was  too  young,  and  her  devotion  too  enthusiastic, 
to  be  influenced  by  motives  of  interest  or  ambition. 
She  was  now  without  fear  or  anxiety,  regret- 
ting only  that  her  flight  had  stigmatized  her  in 
public  estimation;  she  consoled  herself,  however, 
with  the  hope  that,  on  a  future  day,  it  would  stand 
forth  again  in  its  former  purity.  In  the  exaltation 
of  his  love,  Don  Alonzo  had  sworn  upon  the  faith 
of  a  nobleman,  that  a  secret  marriage  should  unite 
them  on  the  morrow.  It  was  his  wife,  therefore, 
and  not  his  mistress  who  had  fled  with  him ;  and 
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Theresa  longed  only  for  the  moment  that  was  to 
absolve  her  for  conscience  sake.  She  still  wore 
her  bridal  gown,  all  that  remained  of  her  splendid 
attire  of  the  preceding  evening.  No  flowers — no 
diamonds  in  her  fine  hair;  and  her  impressive 
countenance  was  concealed  behind  the  folds  of  a 
black  mantilla. 

When  Don  Alonzo  arrived,  she  was  on  her 
knees,  offering  up  her  prayers  to  the  Virgin. 

"  Theresa/'  said  he,  "  a  Spanish  noble  holds  to 
his  word ;  I  come  to  take  you  to  the  altar. — The 
priest  awaits  us." 

"  I  am  ready,'^  said  she,  holding  forth  her  hand 
with  an  irresistible  smile  of  tenderness.  "  May  I 
prove  worthy  of  the  honour  you  are  about  to  do 
me.  Dear  Alonzo,  I  am  yours  till  death — yours 
beyond  the  grave !" 

"Come, love!"  said  he,  affectionately  embrac- 
ing her. 

And  casting  one  more  look  at  the  room  she  quit- 
ted, to  stand  clandestinely  before  the  altar,  the 
contrast   of  its   silence    and    isolation  with  the 


200  THERESA. 

splendours  of  the  preceding  evening,  painfully  de- 
pressed her  spirits. 

"  Heaven  protect  me  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  I  am 
now  alone  with  you — alone,  alone  in  the  world ! 
Alonzo  !  I  have  neither  friends  nor  family, — only 
you ! — Should  you  desert  me — '^ 

"  Child  V'  whispered  her  happy  lover,  again 
embracing  her,  "the  priest  is  waiting. — Come, 
come !" — Yet  even  he  cast  another  glance  round 
that  silent  and  mournful  room. — "  I  will  bring  her 
back  again,"  resumed  he  in  an  under-tone,  to  the 
hostess,  who  greeted  them  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs ;  Don  Alonzo  having  declared  Theresa  his 
wife,  which  the  good  woman  verily  believed. 

"  It  is  midnight  ?'  said  she ;  "  may  God  pro- 
tect you ! — The  streets  are  dark  at  this  hour,  and 
there  are  people  who  have  other  occupations  than 
making  love  and  touching  the  guitar." 

"  I  am  armed,"  said  Alonzo,  coolly.  "  In  an 
hour,  we  shall  return.^^ 

The  church  of  the  Dominicans  stood  without 
the  walls  on  the  other  side  of  the   Guadalavia, 
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whose  bed,  dried  up  during  the  summer,  resem- 
bles a  large  ditch  traversed  by  two  stone  bridges. 
The  beautiful  avenue  of  the  Alameda  bordered  the 
left  bank  of  the  river,  the  last  trees  of  which  threw 
out  their  massive  branches  upon  the  front  of  the 
ancient  convent  of  the  Dominicans.  The  nightin- 
gale's cheering  song  enlivened  the  stillness  of  the 
scene.  Refreshing  perfumes  floated  from  the 
neighbouring  gardens ;  and  the  harmonious  voices 
of  the  lovers  seemed  to  unite  with  the  gentle  mur 
murs  of  the  winds  and  the  waters. 

A  tall  cavalier  and  a  veiled  female  flitted  like 
shadows  through  the  avenues,  and  suddenly  halted 
before  the  half  open  door  of  the  Dominicans. — 
Paco  Rosales  awaited  them. 

"  Is  everything  prepared  for  the  ceremony  V 
inquired  Don  Alonzo  hastily. 

"  It  is,  senor ;  the  tapers  are  alight,  and  Father 
Cyrillo  is  putting  on  his  robe  and  stole. — But  there 
is  one  thing  your  Lordship  seems  to  have  for- 
gotten." 

"What?" 

K  3 
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"  According  to  the  holy  canons  of  the  church, 
there  must  be  two  witnesses  to  a  marriage." 

"  I  know. — Did  I  not  ask  you  to  bring  a  com- 
panion ? — You  are  to  be  our  witnesses,  and  I  will 
reward  you  nobly. — But  if  ever  the  name  you  hear 
pronounced  escape  your  lips,  you  will  be  hanged 
like  dogs.^^ 

Paco  retired  a  step,  and  calmly  replied — "  Sen  or, 
I  am  alone.  My  comrade  Tovalito  remained 
behind  to  listen  to  a  serenade  near  the  arch- 
bishop^s  gate.^^ 

"  Run  and  seek  him  then,  or  bring  some  one 
back,  no  matter  whom — provided  we  can  depend 
upon  his  silence  \"  exclaimed  Alonzo.  "  Time 
wears  away.^^ 

Theresa  had  already  entered  the  church;  the 
extremity  of  the  aisle  was  in  darkness ;  but  near 
the  centre  were  two  lateral  chapels,  feebly  lit.  As 
Theresa  was  advancing,  her  hands  devoutly  clasped, 
she  shrieked  with  terror.  In  one  of  the  chapels 
was  a  coffin,  in  which  a  body  was  exposed  to  view 
clothed  in  religious  robes.     The  face,  rigid  and 
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ghastly,  projected  from  its  black  hood  ;  and  in  its 
hand,  it  held  a  chaplet  and  a  branch  of  palm. 

Father  Cyrillo,  seated  in  a  stall,  was  fast  asleep, 
exhausted  probably  by  his  fervent  prayers  for  the 
dead. 

"Heaven  protect  me,  Alonzo  !"  said  Theresa, 
struck  with  dreadful  presentiments.  "  Is  it  before 
a  coffin  we  are  to  pledge  our  faith  ? — A  corse  for 
witness  to  our  marriage  ?" 

"  Come  this  way,"  said  he,  leading  her  towards 
another  chapel.  "Do  not  tremble,  dearest — do 
not  tremble, — am  I  not  by  your  side  ?" 

But  even  Alonzo  was  struck  with  horror,  and 
the  hand  supporting  Theresa  became  cold  and 
tremulous  as  her  own. 

The  old  monk  now  awoke  and  approached 
them. 

"  Senor  !"  said  he,  "  the  hour  of  matins  is  ap- 
proaching ;  I  await  your  pleasure.'' 

"  Father,"  replied  Don  Alonzo,  anxiously, 
"  the  witnesses  are  at  hand — your  Reverence  may 
assume  your  robes." 
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The  two  lovers  knelt  down  before  the  altar  of 
our  Lady  of  the  Rosary.  It  was  strange  to  see 
on  the  one  side  the  dismal  apparel  of  death,  and 
on  the  other,  an  altar  decked  out  in  white  for  the 
marriage  of  the  handsome  cavalier  and  lovely  wo- 
man, who,  kneeling  before  the  Madona,  seemed  to 
receive  the  sacred  benediction  of  her  smile. 

The  monk  returned  in  his  silver  embroidered 
robe,  when  at  that  instant,  footsteps  re-echoed 
through  the  church. 

"  Here  are  the  witnesses  ;^^  said  Don  Alonzo, 
offering  his  hand  to  conduct  Theresa  to  the  altar. 

Immediately,  several  strange  faces  appeared  at 
the  entrance  of  the  chapel,  and  a  gruff  voice 
exclaimed,  "Yes,  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman ! — a 
witness,  indeed,  awaits  you." 

^'  God  of  Heaven  V  faltered  the  young  bride- 
groom, recoiling  as  from  some  spectral  apparition, 
"  My  father !" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia,  accompanied  by 
several  officers  of  his  household,  stood  indeed  be- 
fore him.  TrembUng  with  consternation,  Don 
Alonzo  awaited  the  explosion  of  his  resentment  5 
while  Theresa,  kneeling  before  the  altar,  was  pale, 
and  motionless  as  a  statue.  There  was  a  moment's 
silence ;  after  which  the  old  duke,  advancing  to- 
wards his  son,  bade  him  instantly  quit  the  chapel, 
and  follow  him. 

^'  Senor !"  replied  the  young  man,  bending  his 
knee ;  "  Deign  to  listen  to  me  ! — I  crave  your 
pardon!" — 
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"  I  will  listen  to  you  elsewhere ;— let  us  be 
gone  !"  persisted  the  duke. 

"  Senor  \"  said  Don  Alonzo,  meekly,  "  I  can- 
not abandon  this  young  girl :  I  tore  her  from  her 
family,  her  bridegroom — and  have  given  her  a 
solemn  promise  of  marriage  \'' 

"  By  St.  James  !"  exclaimed  the  Duke  with 
contempt,  "  his  head  must  be  turned  by  his 
exalted  prospects  !  And  did  you  allow  yourself, 
then,  to  think  such  an  alliance  possible  ?  Have 
you  forgotten  there  are  laws  for  the  preservation 
of  the  honour  of  illustrious  families,  and  that  it 
is  not  in  your  power  to  disgrace  the  blood  of  our 
posterity?  We  have  royal  blood  in  our  veins, 
young  man,  and  a  woman  of  our  race  is  on  the 
throne  of  Portugal ;  and  j/ow,  my  son,  my  only 
son,  would  throw  away  these  honours,  these  dis- 
tinguished titles,  upon  an  obscure  girl  !*' — 

Dona  Theresa  now  rose  from  her  knees  in  great 
agitation,  but  with  an  air  of  pride  and  indignation. 

"  Senor,^'  said  she,  "  my  father  is  dead,  and  I 
have  no  brother  to  take  my  defence,  and  vindi- 
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cate  the  blood  from  which  I  am  issued.  I  am 
daughter  of  one  as  noble  as  yourself,  senor  Duke, 
and  you  have  insulted  me;  but  I  cannot  resent  the 
outrage.  I  am  feeble,  unprotected,  and  on  my  knees 
must  implore  that  which  is  dearer  to  me  than  my 
life — my  honour  !" 

And  lo !  she  threw  herself  at  the  feet  of  the 
Duke,  who,  motioning  her  to  rise,  disdainfully 
feplied — 

"1  will  undertake;  madam,  to  disburse  your 
entrance  to  any  convent  you  may  please  to  name. 
But  enough  of  these  vain  discussions. — Don 
Alonzo,  you  have  heard  my  commands, — follow 
me!^^ 

In  saying  this,  he  advanced  towards  his  son, 
when  Dona  Theresa  arose  and  placed  herself 
between  them. 

^^  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman,"  said  she  proudly, 
"  you  said  to  me  but  now,  a  Spanish  nobleman 
holds  to  his  word.^* 

Alonzo  turned  away  his  head,  mute  and  overpow- 
ered.    His  impetuous  affections  had  already  ceded 
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to  the  influence  of  another  sentiment.  Though  of 
violent  passions  and  haughty  bearing,  Alonzo  was 
at  heart  a  cowardly  and  selfish  man. — Covering 
his  face  with  his  hands,  he  only  murmured,  in  a 
stifled  voice,  "  Farewell,  Theresa !"  after  which, 
the  Duke,  taking  his  son  by  the  arm,  led  him 
away. 

Flinging  herself  on  her  knees  before  the  altar, 
Theresa  exclaimed — 

^^  Justice,  Almighty  God  ! — Justice  upon  these 
men  V — 

Their  steps  grew  fainter  and  fainter  along  the 
aisle — they  were  gone  !  Theresa  was  alone — 
abandoned  by  the  man  who  had  deceived  her  by 
such  specious  promises ! 

When  all  was  still,  and  she  found  that  there 
was  no  one  at  hand  but  the  old  monk,  a  silent 
spectator  of  the  scene,  her  heart  froze  to  marble. 
The  flame  of  the  tapers  seemed  to  grow  pale,  and 
the  banners  suspended  from  the  roof  to  be 
mysteriously  agitated.  The  poor  girl  would  have 
fled ;  but  her  strength  failing,  she  fell  senseless 
upon  the  pavement. 
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When  she  recovered  her  senses,  the  monk  and  the 
two  beggars  were  standing  beside  her.  They  had 
placed  her  against  a  pillar,  apparently  much  em- 
barrassed by  her  presence. 

"  My  daughter/^  said  the  monk,  "  you  must 
submit  to  the  will  of  Providence,  and  return 
quickly  to  your  family." 

"Never!"  said  she,  in  a  despairing  voice.  '^  I 
have  no  longer  a  family, — I  am  alone  in  the 
world  V' 

"  Whither  will  you  go  then  ?"  said  he. 

'^  I  know  not.  For  this  night,  father,  I  claim 
your  protection.     Let  me  pass  it  in  prayer.^^ 

She  arose,  and  tottering  towards  the  coffin  in 
the  chapel, — knelt  beside  it.  With  her  tearless 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  livid  corse,  one  might  have 
thought  she  sought,  in  that  image  of  eternal  rest, 
strength  to  bear  up  against  the  ills  and  clamour 
of  life. 

The  monk  now  resumed  his  orisons,  and  the 
mendicants  disappeared. 

"  Had  I  known  your  project,'^  said  Paco  Ro- 
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sales  to  Tovalito,  "  you  should  not  have  accom- 
plished it.  The  marriage  ought  to  have  taken 
place." 

"  Trust  me/'  replied  Tovalito,  "  my  vengeance 
has  only  saved  the  girl.  Don  Alonzo  would  have 
found  means  to  break  such  a  marriage.  She 
would  have  been  his  mistress,  not  his  wife,  and 
abandoned  at  no  distant  day.  Wretched  and  cow- 
ardly heart !  to  tremble  at  a  mere  threat — a  simple 
menace  from  his  father  l" — 

"I  see  but  one  way  of  making  amends  for  this 
misfortune,'^  said  Paco.  "We  must  go  and 
announce  to  Dona  Beatrix  di  Vasconcellos  that 
her  daughter  is  found.  We  shall  turn  an  honest 
penny  by  our  errand,  and  things  will  perhaps 
come  straight  in  the  sequel/' 

"  No  good  will  come  of  all  this.  Suppose  Dona 
Theresa  should  denounce  her  abductor,  will  she 
get  redress  ?  Except  in  the  case  of  treason,  no 
one  more  powerful  than  a  grandee  of  Spain  !  But 
the  day  on  which  a  Medina  Sidonia  is  convicted, 
he  will  forfeit  his  titles,  head,  and  estates. ^^ 
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"  Away  with  ye !"  interrupted  Paco,  with  a 
half-serious,  half-comic  look.  "  Now  that  you 
are  not  mixed  up  in  the  treasonable  letters  sent 
to  the  king  of  Portugal,  our  good  lord  the  king 
may  sleep  in  peace/' 

Day  now  began  to  dawn.  It  was  the  hour  of 
matins,  and  the  monks  were  descending  into  the 
choir.  Father  Cyrillo  commanded  Theresa  to 
rise ;  and  to  conceal  her  from  observation,  placed 
her  in  a  confessional.  She  seemed  insensible  of 
her  situation  :  strength,  will,  intelligence,  were 
annihilated.  She  gave  token  of  her  existence 
only  by  incessant  tears. 

Tovalito,  having  returned  to  the  church  to 
ascertain  what  had  become  of  her,  at  length  found 
her,  kneeling  before  a  shrine  in  an  obscure 
chapel.  Her  aspect  filled  him  with  pity  and 
respect,  and  from  that  moment  he  thirsted  in  his 
heart  for  revenge  against  her  deceiver.  Regard- 
less of  his  want  of  power,  but  brooding  on  his 
vengeance,  he  knelt  and  implored  his  patron 
saint  to  inspire  him  with  the  means  of  punishing 
Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman. 
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Paco  Resales  meanwhile  set  off  in  quest  of 
Dona  Beatrix  di  Vasconcellos.  The  poor  woman 
had  returned  to  her  home  on  the  preceding  day, 
and  nothing  was  talked  of  in  the  neighbourhood 
but  the  disappearance  of  Dona  Theresa.  Research 
proved  of  no  avail.  The  name  of  her  abductor 
was  not  known,  but  it  was  generally  surmised 
she  must  have  been  carried  off  by  some  noble 
lover. 

It  was  early  morn.  Paco  sat  before  the  house, 
waiting  the  appearance  of  some  inmate.  Though 
far  from  shamefaced,  even  were  it  to  address  the 
king,  he  did  not  knock  at  the  door,  but  waited 
patiently  a  whole  hour. 

At  last,  the  door  opened,  and  Dona  Beatrix 
herself  appeared;  followed  by  an  old  attendant 
carrying  her  missal  and  satin  hassock,  going  to 
hear  the  first  mass.  She  was  in  deep  black,  as  if 
her  child  had  been  dead.  After  such  a  scandal, 
she  had  isolated  herself  in  her  own  house.  Don 
Antonio  de  Guevara  was  gone  to  join  the  army. 

"  Senora  \"  said  Paco,  unable  from  habit  to 
avoid  holding  out  his  hat,  "I  bring  you  joyful 
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news.  I  have  seen  Dona  Theresa  crossing  the 
Alameda,  She  entered  the  church  of  the  Do- 
minicans, doubtless  to  attend  to  her  devotions." 

The  old  lady  changed  colour. 

'^Theresa! — my  daughter  !'' — she  exclaimed; 
then,  suppressing  by  a  strong  effort  her  violent 
emotion,  meekly  inquired,  "  Was  she  alone  ?" 

"  She  is  quite  alone,"  replied  the  beggar. 

'^  Return  then,  and  do  not  lose  sight  of  her," 
cried  Dona  Beatrix.  '^  Watch  over  her,  and  you 
shall  be  richly  rewarded  !" 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Dona  Beatrix  instantly  re-entered  the  house, 
and  despatched  a  messenger  for  an  old  canon,  a 
near  relative  of  her  deceased  husband,  in  whom 
she  had  great  confidence.  He  was  not  one  of 
those  well-fed  joyous  priests  who  piously  digest 
the  belongings  of  the  church,  and  whose  accom- 
modating devotion  gives  absolution  without  being 
over  severe  as  to  repentance.  Don  Ignacio  di 
Vasconcellos  had  formerly  mixed  in  the  world, 
and  had  been  guilty  of  certain  indiscretions  in  his 
youth  which  might  have  perilled  his  future  sal- 
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vation,  if  one  fine  day  he  had  not  resolved  on 
reformation.  Extreme  in  all  things^  he  not  only 
abjured  his  early  folHes,  but  actually  went  into 
holy  orders.  From  that  moment  he  became  a 
saint,  and  the  austere  life  he  led  was  the  edifica- 
tion of  the  good  town  of  Valentia.  All  his 
passions  were  subdued,  except  an  invincible 
pride,  concealed  under  the  cloak  of  pious  hu- 
mility. 

Such  was  the  man  whom  Dona  Beatrix  con- 
sulted upon  the  fate  of  her  daughter.  He  hjd 
been  one  of  the  guests  the  preceding  evening, 
witnessed  the  desolation  of  the  family,  writh- 
ing under  the  dishonour  of  Theresa;  and  was 
one  of  the  most  eager  in  imagining  means  of 
vengeance  aud  reparation. 

When  Dona  Beatrix  declared  with  tears  that  her 
daughter  had  been  discovered,  he  was  overjoyed  at 
the  idea  of  the  austere  penances  about  to  redeem 
the  fault  of  Dona  Theresa.  Could  she  be  moved 
to  declare  the  name  of  her  abductor,  though  it 
were    proved    that    she    went  away   with    him 
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voluntarily,  the  family  of  Vasconcellos  had  still 
sufficient  influence  to  have  him  condemned  to 
some  degrading  punishment. 

The  reverend  Canon  undertook  the  aiFair,  after 
first  assuring  himself  of  the  safety  of  Dona 
Theresa. 

It  was  eight  in  the  morning.  A  noisy  and 
busy  crowd  thronged  the  populous  quarter  in- 
habited by  the  family  of  the  Vasconcellos ;  but 
there  was  no  one  under  the  trees  of  the  Alameda, 
except  Paco,  who  was  keeping  watch.  On  seeing 
the  canon  approach,  he  solicited  alms,  and 
followed  him  into  the  church. — 

Morning  mass  was  over,  and  two  or  three 
devotees  were  saying  their  paternosters  before 
the  grating  of  the  choir.  Tovalito,  kneeling 
behind  a  pillar,  was  keeping  watch  over  Dona 
Theresa:  who  was  seated  in  a  confessional,  her 
arms  drooping  by  her  side,  her  hair  dishevelled, 
her  eyes  fixed.  There  was  something  absolutely 
startling  in  the  immobility  of  her  face. 

The  Canon,  having  offered  up   a  brief  prayer 
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upon  entering  the  churchy  approached  Theresa, 
who  appeared  unconscious  of  his  presence. 

"  Theresa/^  said  he,  "  arise  !" 

On  hearing  his  voice  she  trembled,  but  did  not 
utter  a  word. 

"  Put  on  your  veil  ?'  said  he,  sternly ;  and  she 
instantly  covered  her  face. 

"  Follow  me  \''  added  the  Canon,  in  the  same 
austere  tone;  but  on  attempting  to  walk,  her 
knees  gave  way,  and  with  an  instinctive  move- 
ment, she  caught  the  arm  of  the  Canon  to  sup- 
port herself.  But  Don  Ignacio  thrust  her  back, 
and  she  would  have  fallen  on  the  pavement,  had 
not  Tovalito  stepped  forward  to  support  her. 

"  Address  your  prayers  to  God !"  said  the 
Canon ;  '^  then,  follow  me !" 

She  obeyed;  the  Canon  preceding  her,  and 
the  two  mendicants  following  at  a  sufficient 
distance.  The  unfortunate  girl  proceeded  thus 
unnoticed  through  a  part  of  the  town ;  but  on 
approaching  her  home,  she  was  recognised. 

Instantly  the  crowd  began  to  follow  her  with 
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insulting  murmurs  and  reproachful  words,  press- 
ing round  with  importunate  curiosity; — and  all 
who  for  the  last  four-and-twenty  hours  had  been 
discussing  her  disappearance,  now  made  their 
commentaries  without  reserve. 

The  poor  girl  supported  these  cruel  affronts 
without  any  apparent  emotion.  The  Canon  had 
purposely  exposed  her  to  this  moral  pillory ;  and 
she  went  through  the  humiliating  scene  hke  one 
who  was  accomplishing  an  act  of  penance.  On 
arriving  at  the  threshold  of  her  mother's  door,  he 
turned  round  to  her,  and  said  aloud,  "  The  crime 
was  public, — public  also  be  the  penance  !" — 

But  Theresa's  thoughts  were  otherwise  ab- 
sorbed. On  entering  the  house,  she  fell  upon  her 
knees,  calling  aloud  upon  her  mother. 

"  You  have  no  longer  a  mother !" — said  the 
Canon,  imperiously  motioning  to  Dona  Beatrix  to 
retire.  ^^  You  have  no  longer  a  family.  The 
world  has  condemned  you.  Pray  for  the  for- 
giveness of  God  !" 

He  led  her  into  the  chamber  she  had  quitted 
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the  previous  evening,  so  beautiful  and  so  splen- 
didly attired,  when  the  crowd  had  followed  her 
with  prayers  for  her  future  happiness.  At  this 
poignant  reflection,  her  tears  flowed  bitterly; 
and  her  situation  suddenly  revealed  itself  in  its 
true  light. 

"  Theresa/^  said  the  Canon,  presenting  the 
crucifix  to  her  lips  ;  *^  prepare  to  make  an  act  of 
atonement  at  the  foot  of  this  divine  image.  For 
your  family,  for  all  who  have  known  you,  you 
must  be  henceforward  as  if  numbered  with  the 
dead.  Your  penance  will  be  long ; — for  you  are 
young,  and  God  calls  unto  him  only  those  He 
loves.^^ 

"  May  He  have  mercy  upon  me !"  faltered 
Theresa  -,  "  I  shall  have  suffered  heavy  punishment 
in  this  world  ! — My  error  is  great—" 

'^  Reserve  this  for  your  confession,"  said  the 
churchman. — "  I  want  but  one  word  from  your 
lips, — one  word, — -the  name  of  him  who  has  dis- 
honoured you !" — 

Theresa  made  no  reply. — 
l2 
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^^  His   name  I''  sternly   repeated   the    Canon. 
"  Human  justice  must  be  satisfied." 

"  Vengeance,"    interrupted   Theresa,  "  is   for 
God  :   his  name  shall  never   pass   my  lips ; — I 

swear  it  by  my  eternal  salvation  ! '' 

At  this  dreadful  oath,  the  Canon  raised  his 
hands  to  heaven,  exclaiming — 

"Refuse  to  pronounce  the  name  of  your 
seducer?^'  —  said  he.  "  Be  it  so. — You  shall 
suffer  for  his  crime  as  well  as  for  your 
own!"— 

Don  Ignacio  departed,  carefully  locking  the 
door  after  him ;  and  Theresa  relapsed  into  the 
senseless  stupor  from  which  the  shock  had 
momentarily  aroused  her.  Her  faculties  were 
exhausted.     She  had  not  strength  to  suffer. 

Thus  passed  the  first  day  of  her  return. 
Towards  evening,  Don  Ignacio  returned.  He 
found  Theresa  seated  on  the  floor  in  the  most 
obscure  corner  of  the  room ;  her  head  covered 
with  her  mantilla,  as  if  eager  to  avoid  the  light  of 
day! 
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^^  Arise !"  said  he  ;  "  lay  aside  those  sumptuous 
garments,  and  put  on  this  !'' 

And  he  flung  at  her  feet  a  gown  of  woollen  and 
horsehair. 

'^  Such  will  be  your  only  garment  till  you  are 
enveloped  in  your  winding-sheet/'  said  he, 
quitting  her  that  she  might  obey  his  commands. 

Her  new  garment  scarcely  sufficed  to  cover  her  ; 
but  her  beautiful  hair  descended  like  a  veil  upon 
her  half-naked  arms  and  shoulders. — 

"  Follow  me  i"  said  the  Canon,  reopening  the 
door,  when  her  transformation  was  completed ; 
and  Theresa  followed  him  towards  a  vast  hall, 
used  only  on  the  days  of  family  solemnity.  But 
on  reaching  the  door,  the  lovely  girl  started 
back  with  horror,  exclaiming,  in  a  trembling 
voice, 

"  No !  I  will  not  go  in  P'— - 

All  the  family  of  Vasconcellos  was  assembled 
in  the  hall,  which,  from  a  kind  of  super- 
stition, Dona  Beatrix  had  not  opened  for 
the  wedding  of  her  daughter.     At  the  death  of 
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the  Conde  di  Vasconcellos,  his  widow  had  received 
there  with  appropriate  solemnity  the  condolences 
of  her  family  and  friends ;  since  which  time,  she 
had  never  set  foot  in  it,  and  the  door  had  re- 
mained constantly  closed.  Several  persons  were 
now  assembled  round  Dona  Beatrix,  imploring 
pardon  for  her  daughter ;  but  when  Theresa  ap- 
proached, all  present  directed  in  profound  silence 
their  eyes  towards  the  door  at  which  her  ghastly 
and  bewildered  face  was  apparent. — The  piercing 
shriek  of  poor  Theresa  thrilled  through  every 
soul. — A  moment  of  awful  suspense  ensued  ;  but 
Don  Ignacio  dragged  in  the  victim  by  force,  and 
exhibited  her  to  the  gaze  of  the  assembly. 

"  Theresa  di  Vasconcellos,"  said  he,  aloud, 
^'  before  you  quit  this  world  for  ever,  I  call 
upon  you  publicly  to  confess  the  infamy  of  your 
conduct  1" 

Falling  on  her  knees,  the  victim  replied  in  a 
faint  voice, 

"May  God  and  my  mother  pardon  my 
offence  !^^ 
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Dona  Beatrix  instantly  arose,  and  would  have 
uttered  a  last  farewell  to  her  lost  daughter,  but 
the  Canon,  thrusting  her  back,  rebuked  her 
weakness. 

"  Let  us  be  gone !"  said  he,  making  a  sign 
to  Theresa.  '  "  Commend  yourself  to  the  prayers 
of  those  who  witness  your  repentance.  You  may 
still  edify  the  world,  and  attain  eternal  salvation 
by  a  diligent  expiation.  Heaven  is  open  to  the 
penitent  as  to  those  who  have  not  thrown  aside 
the  robe  of  innocence  ! — Theresa  di  Vasconcellos  ! 
accept  with  gratitude  the  thorny  road  that  may 
lead  you  to  eternal  life  !" 

These  fervent  words  did  not  enter  into  the 
heart  of  the  young  girl.  She  could  not  yet  forswear 
terrestrial  joys ;  and  with  love,  hatred,  and  re- 
venge still  burning  in  her  breast,  reluctantly 
submitted  to  her  sentence. 

"  Whither  would  you  conduct  me  ?"  said  she, 
taking  refuge  with  her  mother.  "  If  I  am  to 
sulFer  torment,  oh  !  let  me  die  at  once  \" 

But  her  energy  soon  exhausted  itself,  and  she 
could  utter  only  languid  moans ;  so  that  the  Canon 
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removed  her  without  further  resistance.  He  had 
over  her  the  authority  of  a  priest  and  of  a  near 
relation ;  and  as  head  of  the  Vasconcellos  family, 
nobody  dared  question  the  legality  of  his  acts  of 
rigour.  Not  a  soul  ventured  to  inquire  his  in- 
tentions respecting  Theresa, — no  !  not  even  her 
mother. 

Theresa  beheld  indistinctly,  as  she  passed,  the 
compassionate  faces  of  the  ancient  attendants  of 
her  family.  The  old  duenna  who  used  to  ac- 
company her  to  mass,  placed  her  mantilla  on  her 
shoulders  ;  for  she  was  only  half  covered,  hke  a 
criminal  proceeding  to  execution. 

A  carriage,  drawn  by  four  mules,  waited  in  the 
yard  ;  and  the  Canon,  having  compelled  Theresa 
to  step  in,  placed  himself  opposite  to  her.  At  the 
moment  he  was  about  to  draw  the  blinds,  some 
one  put  forth  his  hand,  saying, 

"  Charity,  good  senor  and  noble  lady.  May 
God  preserve  you  from  all  evil  encounters  during 
the  journey  P^ 

At  this  voice,  Theresa  shuddered,  and  leaning 
from  the  window,  shewed  her  dishevelled  head. — 
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The  carriage  set  off  at  a  quick  trot;  the  two 
mendicants  remaining  behind. 

"  It  is  indeed  the  daughter  of  Dona  Beatrix  !'' 
said  Paco.  "  Whither  is  this  man  about  to  convey 
her?'^— 


l3 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Some  leagues  from  Madrid,  between  Aranjuez 
and  Villamanrique,  stood  formerly  an  ancient  con- 
vent belonging  to  the  third  order  of  St.  Francis. 
The  insalubrity  of  its  position  had  driven  away 
the  original  founders,  and  it  was  now  occupied  by 
nuns  of  the  Discipline.  The  Tagus,  flowing  at 
the  foot  of  its  walls,  bathed  those  dark  and 
tranquil  gardens,  like  an  oasis  of  the  desert 
amidst  the  plains  of  Old  Castille.  But  the  inert 
course  of  the  waters  produced  the  most  pestilen- 
tial miasma.  During  the  summer,  a  poisonous 
atmosphere  stagnated  under  those  tempting  shades ; 
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and  the  nuns  alone  braved  a  peril  as  pleasing  as  it 
was  fatal. 

These  women,  estranged  from  the  world  by 
an  enthusiastic  piety,  rigorously  fulfilled  the 
vows  of  chastity,  poverty,  and  obedience.  Their 
dress  consisted  of  coarse  brown  cloth,  like 
that  of  the  order  of  St.  Francis.  They  wore 
heavy  sandals,  a  girdle  of  rope,  and  a  black  veil 
fastened  to  the  head  by  a  crown  of  thorns. — 
This  was  the  most  austere  order  in  Spain. — Even 
the  Carmelites  do  not  practise  such  terrible  self- 
mortification. — Such  was  the  retreat  to  which  th*» 
Canon  conducted  Theresa. 

At  first,  the  wretched  novice  addressed  herself 
to  God,  and  submitted  patiently  to  her  life  of 
penitence ;  wiUing  to  forget  the  world  from  which 
she  was  separated  for  ever; — but  her  soul  re- 
belled against  the  sacrifice. — She  could  not  sup^ 
press  the  profane  remembrances  that  pursued  her 
to  the  foot  of  the  altar.  In  the  silence  of  her 
vigils, — in  the  midst  of  her  prayers, — in  spite  of 
herself,  a  vague  hope  invaded  her  heart.  She 
trusted  that  these  longings  would  vanish  when,  at 
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the  end  of  a  year,  she  was  to  be  restricted  by 
irrevocable  vows.  But  having  courageously  pro- 
nounced them,  instead  of  inspiring  her  with  for- 
titude, in  utter  horror  and  despair  she  began  to 
long  for  death,  and  more  than  once  contemplated 
from  her  window,  with  terrible  projects,  the  dark 
and  deep  waters  rolling  beneath. 

Two  years  elapsed  in  these  torments.  The 
world  had  forgotten  Dona  Theresa;  her  name 
was  never  breathed  in  her  family.  It  was  vaguely 
reported  at  Valentia  that  she  led  a  penitent  life  in 
a  convent  near  Madrid;  and  that  upon  pronounc- 
ing her  vows,  she  had  assumed  the  name  of  Sister 
Frances.  Dona  Beatrix  survived  her  daughter's 
misfortunes  only  a  few  months. — Don  Antonio  de 
Guevara  was  killed  in  the  wars  of  Portugal. — The 
Canon  also  had  been  summoned  to  his  dread 
account. — 

There  were  two  persons,  however,  who  still 
remembered  Theresa  di  Vasconcellos,  and 
often  mentioned  her  name: — Paco  Rosales  and 
Tovalito. 

Paco  kept  his  usual  station  at  the  door  of  our 
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Lady  of  Desemperados.  But  he  had  no  longer 
the  same  joyous  heart  He  was  indifferent  as  to 
what  passed  in  the  church,  or  what  was  thrown 
into  his  hat.  The  face  of  the  other  beggar 
was  equally  sad ;  though  the  mutilated  state 
of  his  body  was  as  profitable  a  source  as  ever, 
and  his  secret  hoard  boasted  of  many  a  silver 
piece. — 

One  evening,  after  counting  over  a  sack  of 
crowns,  hid  under  a  heap  of  old  rags  in  the  garret 
where  they  slept  together,  Paco  observed  with  a 
sigh — 

"  Thanks  to  our  Lady,  Tovalito,  we  have  laid 
by  something  to  pay  for  the  consecrated  tapers  on 
the  day  of  our  death.  The  rest  of  this  money  is 
of  little  use  to  me  in  this  world. — I  have  con- 
stantly before  my  eyes  the  things  I  saw  take 
place  in  the  church  of  the  Dominicans. — May  the 
villain  meet  his  reward  who  deceived  that  poor 
girl!"- 

"  And  we  be  pardoned  the  part  we  took  in  her 
misfortune  \"  added  his  companion.  "  Why  did 
you  not  allow  her  to  marry  Don  Alonzo  ?" 
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"  After  such  a  ceremony,  he  would  soon  have 
abandoned  her!" 

'^  She  would  at  least  have  had  time  for  repent- 
ance,  and  redeemed  her  sin.  There  is  no  worse 
fate  than  that  which  has  befallen  her.  They  say 
she  leads  the  life  of  a  saint.  We  ought  to  make 
a  pilgrimage  to  our  Lady  of  Guadaloupe,  and 
commend  ourselves  to  her  prayers.  It  would 
comfort  my  conscience!" 

Tovalito  placed  his  hand  upon  his  knife,  ob- 
serving that  his  conscience  would  never  be  easy 
till  he  had  avenged  her  wrongs  and  his  own. 

'^  Do  you  fancy  that  such  an  opportunity  for 
vengeance  will  occur  twice  ?^^  said  Paco.  "  Had 
you  struck  the  blow  when  occasion  offered,  the 
wedding  of  Dona  Theresa  had  never  been  inter- 
rupted. She  would  have  married  the  Senor  di 
Guevara,  and  Don  Alonzo  would  have  been  in 
purgatory  long  ago.^^ 

"  But  how  could  one  foresee  what  was  to  hap- 
pen V  sighed  Tovalito.  "  To-morrow,  I  will  burn 
a  taper  at  the  shrine  of  St.  Francis,  that  he  may 
inspire  me  with  some  good  resolution.^^ 
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Some  days  afterwards,  the  two  mendicants  took 
their  staves  and  broad-brimmed  hats,  and  to  the 
great  edification  of  their  neighbours,  set  oiF  on  their 
pilgrimage  to  our  Lady  of  Guadaloupe. 

Their  appearance  was  not  such  as  to  excite  the 
cupidity  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  road,  then  so 
common  in  Spain.  Still,  they  concealed  under 
their  rags  enough  to  make  a  better  figure  than 
many  from  whom  they  solicited  alms.  In  this 
guise,  they  journeyed  through  La  Mancha,  and  ar- 
rived one  fine  morning  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Villamanrique. 

Paco  had  his  whole  hfe  long  haunted  the  doors 
of  religious  houses  ;  and  was  not  the  least  abashed 
in  presenting  himself  at  the  convent.  But  the 
inmates  held  no  communication  with  the  world, 
and  did  not  receive,  like  others,  a  crowd  of  devo- 
tees and  bigots  who  frequent  the  grating  to  buy 
agnuses,  and  relate  the  gossip  of  the  day.  Their 
almoner  was  an  old  monk,  who  came  daily  from 
afar  to  celebrate  mass ;  and  for  director,  they  had 
another  holy  personage,  whose  severity  maintained 
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an  exact  discipline  in  the  flock  confided  to  his 
charge. 

Paco,  according  to  his  usual  laudable  custom, 
began  by  asking  alms  at  the  door  of  the  convent. 
As  his  supplications  attracted  no  attention,  he 
proceeded  to  pull  the  bell.  At  the  close  of  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  the  sister-porteress  showed 
her  face  at  the  wicket,  which  she  immediately- 
closed  on  perceiving  the  figure  of  a  man. 

Not  a  living  creature  seemed  to  inhabit  the 
place,  the  black  walls  of  which  were  gloomily  re- 
flected in  the  dark  flood  below.  A  dead  silence 
prevailed,  and  the  murmur  of  the  winds  and 
waters  alone  excited  the  echoes  of  that  profound 
solitude. 

"  It  would  appear,^^  said  Paco,  "  that  we  have 
little  chance  here  of  either  cell  or  supper  l" — 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Next  day,  the  two  mendicants  returned  to 
mass,  to  offer  up  their  devotions  before  they  con- 
tinued their  pilgrimage.  —  The  church-door  was 
open  as  usual,  the  priest  at  the  altar ;  but  no  one 
else  in  the  whole  of  the  lonely  and  tomb-paved 
aisle.  Through  the  grating  of  the  choir,  they 
perceived  the  nuns  covered  with  their  long  black 
veils,  and  heard  the  pious  accents  of  twenty  voices 
uniting  in  the  same  prayer.  While  uttering  their 
orisons,  staff  in  hand  and  head  uncovered,  an  in- 
distinct form  advanced  on  the  inward  side  of  the 
grating,  and  a  fair  and  diminutive  hand  rested  on 
the  iron  bars. 
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"It  is   herself!''    said  Tovalito ;   and  at  that 
moment,  Theresa  rose  in  surprise  and  consterna- 
tion, at  sight  of  him  who  had  so  aided  her  fatal 
inclinations.     A  moment  afterwards,  she  fell  upon 
her  knees,  her  face  concealed  in  her  hands,  ab- 
sorbed in  profound  meditation.     Remembrances 
of  the  past  awoke  more  acutely,  more  fervently 
than  ever  in  the   depths  of  her  heart.     Again, 
there  passed  before  her  eyes  the  dance,  the  gay 
assembly,  in  the  midst  of  which  her  mother — her 
bridegroom  —  watched   over   her  with   so   much 
pride.      Her   crape-encircled    brows — her    body 
smarting  under  the  hair-cloth  of  repentance,  were 
contrasted  with  her  splendid  robes — the  flowers 
with  which  she  had  been  crowned,  and  the  pearls 
encircling  her  arms.     She  seemed  to  hear  the  in- 
spiriting music,  the  voices  proclaiming  her  fairest 
among  the   fair;    and  all    that   ensued — all   the 
terrors  of  the  fatal  night  that  followed— occurred  in 
quick  succession  to  her  mind. — The  drama  of  her 
living  life  seemed  unaccountably   renewed !   An 
impetuous  and  invincible  desire  to  go  forth  from 
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her  tomb,  and  return  once  more  to  the  worlds 
were  it  only  for  the  opportunity  of  gratifying  her 
vengeance,  filled  her  soul.  She  had  as  yet  no 
fixed  plan  or  project ;  but  meditated,  with  all  the 
despair  of  outraged  love  transformed  into  deadly 
hatred,  upon  her  destinies.  When  mass  was  over, 
and  the  nuns  had  quitted  the  choir,  Theresa 
retraced  her  steps,  and  looked  through  the  grating, 
trying  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Paco  Rosales.  But 
the  pilgrims  had  retired.  She  stood  a  moment 
before  the  bars,  gazing  at  the  half-open  door  in 
the  distance. 

"For  such  a  project,  I  must  ask  neither  the 
assistance  of  God  nor  man  !"  cried  she;  "  I  must 
do  it  alone  !" — 

From  that  day,  the  project  of  flight  became  a 
fixed  idea.  Great  difiiculties  were  to  be  con- 
quered. It  was  necessary  to  adopt  a  plan  of 
escape  which  left  no  trace,  and  required  no  accom- 
phce.  The  nuns  of  St.  Francis  lived  in  the  most 
absolute  privation  and  rigorous  dependence, 
scarcely  allowing  themselves  the   necessaries   of 
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life.  They  had  no  clothing  reserved  for  each, 
the  wardrobe  of  the  establishment  being  in  com- 
mon ;  and  the  superior  often  took  in  her  turn  the 
gown  worn  by  the  sister-porteress. 

Theresa  could  not  fly  in  her  religious  dress, 
which  would  have  been  quickly  recognized ;  and  it 
was  next  to  impossible  to  procure  clothes  from 
without.  In  the  vestry,  was  a  press  containing, 
besides  the  rich  ornaments  of  the  church,  the 
mundane  dresses  worn  for  the  last  time  by  every 
nun  on  the  day  of  assuming  her  religious  garb ; 
these  relics  of  the  vanity  of  the  world  being  des- 
tined to  be  transformed  into  stoles  and  surplices 
for  the  almoner  of  the  convent.  The  care  of  the 
chest  was  confided  to  a  sister  unacquainted  with 
the  inventory;  and  one  night,  Theresa  escaped 
out  of  her  cell  at  an  hour  when  the  sisters  were 
asleep  previous  to  the  first  bell  for  matins. 

With  a  rapid  step  she  traversed  the  passages ; 
and  while  the  sister-superintendent  proceeded  up 
the  cloister,  entered  the  choir.  A  lamp  was  burn- 
ing before  the  altar,  the  dim  light  of  which  dis- 
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covered  ghastly  statues  of  the  saints  standing  in 
their  niches,  and  portraits  of  the  apostles  and 
martyrs  of  the  seraphic  order.  Theresa  gazed 
wildly  around.  Terror  quickened  the  pulsations  of 
her  heart ;  but  a  sentiment  more  urgent  than 
fright  sustained  her  courage. 

"  On  such  a  night  as  this/'  thought  she,  "  did 
Don  Alonzo  conduct  me  to  the  church  of  the 
Dominicans  ! — There  did  I  watch  till  morning  by 
the  pale  lamps  burning  before  the  livid  corpse ! — • 
O  night  of  horror !  Surely  the  Almighty  wiJJ 
award  me  no  heavier  punishment  in  the  world 
to  come  i" 

Entering  the  vestry,  she  now  turned  over  boldly 
the  church  ornaments  and  garments  of  worldliness; 
and  having  selected  a  complete  dress,  replaced 
the  things  as  they  were,  that  no  one  might  de- 
tect her;  then,  returned  to  her  cell  unobserved. 
When  the  first  bell  rang  for  matins,  Theresa  hid 
what  she  had  brought  away  in  the  narrow  and 
coffin-shaped  bed  in  which  for  two  years  she  had 
passed  her  nights  in  tears;  and  when  the  sister- 
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superintendent  arrived,  she  found  her  up  and  her 
lamp  aUght. 

It  was  easy  for  Theresa  to  slip  down  the  walls. 
The  nuns  of  her  order  wore  girdles  of  rope ;  and 
in  the  vestry,  were  many  of  them  prepared  for 
use.  Having  procured  as  much  as  would  form 
a  ladder,  all  was  ready  for  her  flight.  On  the 
following  night,  when  the  lamps  in  the  convent 
were  extinguished,  Theresa  opened  her  window. 
The  moon  shed  a  parting  ray  upon  her  cell. 
All  was  calm  in  heaven  and  on  earth, — and  she 
threw  off  her  horsehair  robe,  uncovered  her  beau- 
tiful hair,  now  long  and  silken,  and  stamping  on 
the  discarded  attire,  did  not  even  retain  the  sea- 
pulary  round  her  neck.  When  all  was  ready,  she 
fixed  the  rope  to  her  window,  in  such  a  manner 
that  she  could  afterwards  withdraw  it.  At  that 
moment,  Theresa  was  firm  in  head  and  heart.  She 
gazed  below  upon  the  black  waters  stagnating  under 
the  walls  as  if  at  the  bottom  of  an  abyss ;  and 
flung  into  them  her  robe  and  veil,  which  fell  upon 
a  narrow  slip  of  land  between  the  wall  and  the 
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river.  She  dared  not  pray  to  God,  for  she  believed 
herself  justly  condemned;  but  with  her  clasped 
hands  upraised  towards  heaven,  ejaculated  — 
"  Mother ! — Be  thou  my  aid  in  my  distress  \" — 
Grasping  the  cords,  she  now  commenced  her 
descent.  But  her  strength  soon  failed  her. 
Cramps  paralysed  her  arms ;  and  thus  suspended 
over  the  abyss,  cold  dews  inundated  her  face, 
while  phantoms  seemed  to  flap  her  with  their 
wings. 

Again,  did  she  renew  her  dreadful  efforts, 
but  her  senses  deserted  her ;  and,  closing  her  eyes, 
she  was  about  to  give  up  the  ghost,  when  her 
feet  met  a  projecting  stone,  and  she  found  herself 
before  the  barred  window  of  the  vestry. 

Restored  to  life  and  courage  by  this  timely 
respite,  she  resumed  her  perilous  descent ;  and  at 
length,  though  breathless  and  exhausted,  reached 
the  ground. 

^^  I  am  free  !"  faltered  she,  as  if  she  could 
have  embraced  the  «arth  she  stood  on.  ''  By  the 
mercy  of  Heaven, — I  am  once  more  free  !" — 
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An  hour  later,  at  the  last  bell  of  matins,  all 
the  cells  of  the  great  dormitory  opened,  except 
that  of  Theresa.  The  sister-superintendent 
knocked  at  the  door,  but  no  answer  being  given, 
she  burst  it  open.  Theresa  was  gone — the  cell 
empty  I — The  sisterhood  crowded  forward. — The 
superior  entered  the  cell  with  the  sister-super- 
intendent, and  finding  the  sandals  before  the 
window,  and  discovering  by  the  dawn  of  day,  her 
black  veil  caught  upon  a  briar,  floating  in  the 
stream,  they  looked  upon  her  fate  as  certain. 

"  My  children,'^  said  the  superintendent, 
kneeling,  "  Sister  Francesco  has  rushed  into  the 
presence  of  her  Maker ! — Let  us  pray  for  the  re- 
pose of  her  soul  !'^ — 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Theresa,  meanwhile,  hurried  recklessly  along, 
not  daring  to  contemplate  the  perils  and  diffi- 
culties that  surrounded  her.  Throughout  the 
night,  she  traversed  the  fields,  and  at  daybreak 
found  herself  upon  the  banks  of  the  Tagus,  on  a 
spot  where  stood  some  tall  trees,  not  ^  from  a 
wood.  The  eye  did  not  penetrate  beyond  the 
wood-clothed  valley,  enclosed  by  a  range  of 
towering  hills ;  where  nothing  was  audible  but 
the  murmur  of  the  river,  and  the  song  of  birds 
saluting  the  rising  sun.  Exhausted  by  the 
rapidity  of  her  movements,  and  vainly  trying  to 
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proceed,  Theresa's  strength  now  failed  her; 
and  in  spite  of  her  alarm,  she  rested  her 
head  upon  the  grass,  and  fell  into  a  profound 
slumber. 

The  rising  sun  soon  dried  with  his  genial 
rays  the  morning-dew,  while  a  mild  wind  gently 
agitated  the  boughs  cradled  over  the  head  of  the 
weary  Theresa.  The  wood  was  full  of  game; 
and  the  stags,  as  they  advanced  to  drink,  looked 
consideringly  from  a  distance  at  the  inanimate 
form  half  concealed  by  the  branches,  and  still 
as  a  hunter  on  the  watch. 

After  a  sleep  of  several  hours,  Theresa  was 
startled  by  a  furious  barking  of  dogs.  A  pack  of 
hounds  had  burst  into  the  valley,  and  were  mak- 
ing towards  the  thicket  where  she  had  taken 
refuge.  As  she  arose  in  terror,  a  group  of  cavaliers 
appeared,  followed  by  numerous  prickers;  who, 
at  sight  of  the  pale  Theresa,  with  her  dishevelled 
hair,  starting  from  the  wood  like  a  phantom, 
suddenly  halted. 

"  By  San  Jago  !^'  exclaimed  one,  "  who  is  this 
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beautiful  Magdalen,  and  how  long  has  she  chosen 
the  valley  of  Aranjuez  for  her  hermitage  ?'^ — 

"  Senor !''  said  Theresa,  approaching  the 
cavalier,  ^*  in  the  name  of  God,  grant  me  your 
protection !" 

"  Fear  nothing,  my  poor  child  !"  replied  he, 
with  a  smile.  '*  We  are  not  banditti,  but  honest 
people  as  any  in  the  world.'* 

He  who  thus  addressed  her  had  a  prepossessing 
countenance,  his  fair  locks  protruding  from  un- 
der  a  hat  from  which  drooped  a  black  feather. 
He  was  of  singular  complexion,  and  his  deep-red 
lips  smiled  with  an  expression  of  goodness.  He 
was  indifferently  clad,  in  a  doublet  with  tight 
sleeves ;  under  the  collar  of  which  appeared  a 
broad  red  ribbon. 

Theresa  advancing  nearer  to  him,  rapidly 
surveyed  the  group  by  which  he  was  surrounded, 
who  looked  at  her  in  return  with  much  surprise 
and  curiosity.  A  sudden  blush  imparted  ani- 
mation to  her  cheeks ;  and  she  turned  away  with 
a  gesture  of  alarm  and  supplication,  and  with 
M  2 
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such  instinctive  grace,  that  the  cavalier  could  not 
forbear  exclaiming, 

'^  Gentlemen,  retire  ! — you  alarm  this  young 
lady/' 

They  retired  accordingly  to  a  distance,  where 
they  could  witness  what  passed  between  the  two, 
without  overhearing  their  conversation. 

"  By  my  cross  of  Calatrava  V'  said  one,  "  she 
must  have  descended  from^heaven.  She  looks  like 
the  bride  of  some  Moorish  king  come  out  of  the 
castle  in  which  she  has  been  shut  up  for  the  last 
century.*' 

"^  Observe,^^  said  another,  "  her  violet  satin 
gown  and  Venetian  collar,  her  embroidered  slip- 
pers, and  green  silk  stockings." 

"  Yes,'^  said  a  third,  "  such  was  the  costume  of 
Dona  Louisa  de  Portocarrero,  my  great  grand- 
mother, at  the  time  she  was  governess  of  the 
most  Serene  Infanta,  Dona  Clara,  half  a  cen- 
tury ago,^' 

"  Her  dress  may  be  a  century  old,  but  she  is 
not  more  than  eighteen,'^ — said  another ;  "  and 
how  beautiful,  how  charming !'' 
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Meanwhile  the  cavalier,  remaining  alone  with 
Theresa,  inquired, 

^'  Who  are  you,  my  poor  child,  and  from  whence 
do  you  come  ?" — 

At  this  simple  question,  she  trembled,  not 
daring  to  speak  the  truth;  for  right  well  she 
knew  that  no  power  on  earth  could  save  a 
nun  who  has  violated  her  vows,  and  that  the 
admission  of  her  apostacy  would  find  mercy 
neither  in  an  ecclesiastical  nor  a  secular 
court. 

"  You  hesitate  ?"  replied  the  cavalier.  "  Have 
you  no  confidence  in  me?  Whatever  you  may 
say,  be  assured  shall  be  for  your  own  advantage. 
Speak  !  whence  do  you  come — whither  are  you 
going  ?'" 

"  Senor,  I  come  from  my  father's  house — from 
which  I  fled  clandestinely  !" 

^'  Alone  ?''  inquired  the  cavalier. 

"  Quite  alone.  Whither  I  am  going,  I  know 
not. — There  is  no  one  from  whom  I  can  claim 
assistance  I**^ — 


246  THERESA. 

"  And  why,  my  child,  did  you  desert  your 
father's  roof?'' 

"  I  was  miserable.  I  should  have  died  had  I 
remained  there. — I  fled  from  certain  sorrows 
ignorant  of  those  that  might  await  me  \'' 

"  And  now,  thousands  of  dangers  surround  your 
youth  and  beauty/'  said  the  cavalier.  ^^  Alone  in 
the  world,  you  will  be  lost.  You  must  return  to 
your  family/^ 

"  Never ! — Oh,  if  you  knew  to  how  cruel  a 
destiny  I  must  submit  !^' 

"  But  you  shall  not  return  alone.  If  neces- 
sary, I  will  myself  accompany  you  to  seek  his 
pardon." 

"  You  would  not  obtain  it.'^ 

"  I  have,  nevertheless,  some  influence.*' 

"  Were  you  the  king  himself,''  said  she  with 
vehemence,  *^  you  could  not  shield  me  from  his 
resentment.  Senor,  I  am  grateful  for  your 
goodness,  but  do  not  thus  persist  in  your  hope 
of  aiding  me.  —  I  am  dead  to  those  I  have 
abandoned.'^ 
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"  Will  you  retire  to  a  convent  then  V — said  the 
cavalier,  after  a  moment's  reflection. — 

«  I  will  notr  said  she,  with  energy. 

« Then,  alas !  I  see  nothing  but  to  give 
you  a  dowry  and  a  husband  \"  said  her  new  pro- 
tector, smiling. 

"  I  will  never  marry/'  she  rephed,  with  a 
blush.  "  I  could  requite  no  man's  affections. 
Senor !  your  good  intentions  might  perhaps  do 
somewhat  for  me.  If  you  have  a  wife,— a  sister, 
—I  would  willingly  attend  upon  them.  ¥our 
house  would  be  a  refuge  where  I  might  work 
and  pray  in  peace." 

The  cavalier  smiled. 

'^  Nay !"  said  he,  "  but  to  attend  upon  7ny 
wife  or  sister,  you  must  be  of  noble  blood, — you 
must  be  a  grandee  of  Spain.'' 

"  Angels  of  mercy!" — exclaimed  Theresa, 
falling  on  her  knees  in  consternation,  "  you  are  the 
King ! — oh  !  pardon  me  !'* — 

"  Rise !" — said  the  King,  somewhat  agitated. 
"  You  have  not  offended  me  by  rejecting  my  good 
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offices.  We  will  see  what  can  be  done  for 
you.^' 

There  was  a  pause.  The  King  stood  con- 
templating the  face  of  rare  and  exquisite  beauty 
with  which  he  had  hitherto  seen  nothing  com- 
parable ;  not  even  the  Calderona  herself,  that 
beauty  of  beauties,  whom  he  had  so  idohzed, — 
but  who  boasted  neither  Theresa's  lovely  hair, 
nor  her  beautiful  complexion,  nor  her  powerful 
charm  of  air  and  voice. 

"  Upon  what  pretext/^  said  the  King,  "  am  I 
to  present  you  at  court  ?" — 

"  Alas !  sire/^  she  replied,  "  I  am  a  poor  girl 
who  never  entertained  such  high  ambitions.** 

"  Have  you  not  yet  found  courage  to  acquaint 
me  who  you  are  ?" 

^^  My  name,  sire,  is  Theresa,"  said  she  with 
an  effort.  "  My  father  is  a  poor  nobleman  of  the 
kingdom  of  Valentia.  I  implore  you,  do  not 
ask  his  name,  which  a  vow  compels  me  to 
conceal." — 

At  that  period,  and  above  all  in  Spain,  vows 
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were  of  common  occurrence,  often  for  motives 
which  did  not  precisely  open  the  gates  of  heaven. 
Still,  a  scrupulous  regard  of  conscience  insured 
them  respect. 

The  King  therefore  replied  with  a  smile,  '^  You 
are  doubtless  on  the  way  to  accomplish  some 
pilgrimage,  and  have  not  thought  of  the  dangers 
that  may  beset  you.  The  honour  of  a  young 
girl  is  ever  in  jeopardy  in  such  enterprises.  It  is 
my  duty  to  protect  you.  Do  you  know  any  one 
at  Madrid  ?''— 

"  No  one,  sire." 

"  Then  I  shall  despatch  a  person  to  conduct 
you  to  a  place  of  surety." 

As  he  spoke,  he  extended  his  royal  hand  in 
token  of  sincerity  :  then  mounted  his  horse,  and 
galloping  back  to  the  courtiers,  the  party  quickly 
disappeared. 

Theresa,  left  alone,  looked  wildly  round  on 
all  sides,  her  lips  quivering  like  one  suddenly 
awaking  from  an  oppressive  dream. 

"  It  was  the  King,  then  !" — thought  she ;  *'  and 
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he  has  promised  me  his  protection  ! — Is  this  in- 
tervention the  work  of  Heaven  ? — I  am  going  to 
Madrid! — But  no,  that  was  not  the  object  of 
my  returning  into  the  world ;  —  it  was  not  for 
that  I  violated  my  vows !  —  Alonzo,  I  must  see 
you  once  more ! — The  price  of  my  vengeance 
is  the  peril  of  my  soul ! — Yet  I  must  find  you 
again,  should  I  beg  my  bread  to  San  Lucar  de 
Barameda,  and  sit  upon  the  threshold  of  your 
house  till  you  come  forth  !'* 

She  pressed  her  forehead  with  her  hands, 
as  if  to  control  the  confused  thoughts  floating  in 
her  brain,  while  scalding  tears  poured  down  her 
cheeks.  She  even  thought  of  escape;  a  vague 
presentiment  warning  her  that  she  was  again  to 
lose  her  liberty. 

She  was,  indeed,  destined  to  slavery,  but  of  a 
very  different  nature  to  that  from  which  she 
had  escaped.  But  there  was  no  longer  time  for 
hesitation.  Two  venerable  duennas  soon  ap- 
peared, accompanied  by  a  guide. 

"  Lady !"   said  one,   "  a  carriage  awaits  your 
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orders  close  at  hand.  His  Majesty  has  entrusted 
you  to  our  care  to  conduct  you  to  Madrid.  Is  it 
your  pleasure  to  depart  V 

"  I  am  ready/'  said  Theresa,  rising;    but  al- 
ready her  heart  was  heavy  with  care  ! — 
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CHAPTER  Xll. 

Accompanied  by  the  two  duennas,  Theresa 
now  set  out  for  Madrid ;  and  though  startled  by 
the  novelty  of  her  situation,  soon  resumed  her 
usual  self-possession.  While  she  rested  her  head 
upon  the  cushions,  with  her  eyes  half  closed,  the 
carriage  pursued  its  course  along  the  straight 
and  dusty  road  which  leads  from  Aranjuez  to  Ma- 
drid. From  time  to  time,  people  passed  on  horse- 
back, some  wearing  the  royal  livery,  others  be- 
longing to  the  ministers  and  foreign  ambassadors. 
There  were  also  nobles  and  cavaliers,  with  their 
suite  of  pages  and  lackeys,  crowding  the  road. 
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"  Jesu  Maria !  Is  there  a  procession  on  the 
road?^^ — said  one  of  the  duennas,  raising  the 
blind. 

"  No  !  these  people  are  returning  from  the  au- 
dience of  the  Duke/^  replied  the  other.  "  Not 
a  grandee  of  Spain  but  is  proud  of  paying  his 
homage  to  him ; — he  is  more  a  king  than  the  King 
himself  !^^ 

"In  the  time  of  the  late  king,  the  high  nobility 
did  not  flock  to  the  antechamber  of  the  minister," 
rejoined  her  companion.  "  See !  The  Dulcie  of 
Arcos  is  passing !  He  did  not  attend  the  King  to 
the  chase  to-day,  nor  did  the  Marquis  de  Penafiel, 
nor  the  Count  de  Montellano,  nor  many  others 
one  sees  in  the  apartments  of  the  Duke.  —The 
Medina  Sidonias  are  also  among  the  most  assi- 
duous of  his  courtiers .'' 

At  that  name,  Theresa's  heart  ceased  to  beat, 
and  her  face  turned  deadly  pale. 

"  The  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia  is  at  court 
then  ?"  said  she,  rousing  herself.  "  I  heard  he 
had  not  left  his  government  of  Andalusia,  save  for 
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the  marriage  of  our  lord  the  King,  and  again  for 
a  journey  towards  the  Catalonian  frontier?'^ 

"  It  is  true,  madam,  the  old  Duke  seldom 
quits  his  government,  where  he  reigns,  God  forgive 
me,  with  all  the  pomp  of  majesty.  But  his  son, 
Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman,  came  lately  to  court,  on 
occasion  of  his  marriage.'^ 

"  He  is  married,  then?" — inquired  Theresa, 
with  a  faint  smile. 

"  Not  yet,  senora ;  but  the  wedding  will  shortly 
take  place." 

"  May  he  enjoy  happy  days  ! — And  who  is  the 
noble  young  lady  destined  to  bear  the  title  of 
Duchess  of  Medina  Sidonia  ?"  inquired  Theresa, 

"  The  richest  heiress  in  the  kingdom,  Dona 
Maria  de  Giron,  only  daughter  of  the  Duke 
d''Ossuna !"  said  one  of  the  duennas.  —  "  Our 
Lady  del  Pilar  bless  the  happy  couple,  and  give 
them  a  posterity  as  numerous  as  that  of  Jacob. — 
I  hear  that  upon  the  occasion,  there  is  to  be  a 
ball,  at  which  the  court  will  be  present." 

"  I  have  seen  the  preparations  for  this  magnifi- 
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cent  fete/'  said  the  other  duenna.  "  The  chro- 
nicles of  chivalry  record  nothing  more  brilliant ! 
Don  Alonzo  exhausts  the  utmost  miracles  of  ima- 
gination to  please  his  bride/' 

"  He  is  much  in  love,  then  ?"— said  Theresa. 
^^He  has  done  wonders  at  least  to  prove  it. 
They  say  that,  only  to  see  Dona  Maria  at  her 
balcony  the  day  of  the  last  auto-da-fe,  he  rode 
from  Seville  to  Madrid,  and  returned  the  same 
evening,  —  the  old  Duke  not  having  given  his 
approbation  to  the  journey,  and  the  marriage  not 
being  finally  arranged." 

"  He  loves  her,  as  he  once  loved  me !" — mur- 
mured Theresa  in  the  jealous  hatred  of  her  heart. 
"  But  I  may  yet  interpose  between  them  !'' 

The  carriage  stopped  in  Madrid  in  one  of  the 
alleys  of  the  Prado,  before  a  retired  and  pretty 
villaj  when  Theresa,  roused  from  the  meditations 
into  which  she  was  plunged,  followed  the  duennas 
into  a  kind  of  vestibule,  at  the  end  of  a  court,  of 
which  the  door  was  immediately  closed. 

«  Whose  house  is  this?''     said   she,    look- 
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ing  at  the  rich  tapestry  empanelled  in  gilded 
frames. 

"  Your  own,  madam/^  rephed  the  duenna. 

"Mine?^' — exclaimed  Theresa,  with  surprise; 
then  looked  around,  as  if  to  assure  herself  that  all 
was  real,  and  not  the  coinage  of  her  imagination. 

"  Will  it  please  you/^  continued  the  duenna,  "  to 
put  on  another  dress  ? — We  shall  have  the  honour 
of  waiting  on  your  toilet.'* 

Theresa  was  now  conducted  into  a  room,  so  vast 
and  magnificent  as  she  had  formed  no  idea  was  in 
existence.  The  provincial  luxury  of  the  Vascon- 
cellos  afforded  no  precedent  for  what  she  now  be- 
held. There  was  a  freshness  and  elegance  in  all 
she  saw,  that  charmed  her  senses ;  but  strange 
to  say,  it  seemed  as  if  this  retreat  had  been  inha- 
bited by  some  one  who  had  retired  in  order  to 
make  room  for  her.  A  perfumed  and  fairy-like 
elegance  announced  the  abode  of  love  and  beauty. 
Placing  herself  before  the  toilet  covered  with  ena- 
melled boxes  and  phials  of  the  most  precious 
essences,  Theresa,  for  the  first  time  these  two 
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years,  beheld  her  face  reflected  in  a  mirror.  A 
feeling  of  feminine  vanity  caused  a  beautiful  blush 
to  rush  into  her  cheeks,  when  she  saw  that  it  was 
handsomer  than  ever. 

Night  was  come.  One  of  the  duennas  lit  the 
numerous  candelabra  projecting  their  branches 
from  the  wall;  while  the  other  brought  a  col- 
lation, served  upon  crystal  and  gold. 

"  But  it  is  not  for  me  these  things  were  made  V 
said  Theresa.  "  Some  one  must  have  inhabited 
this  house  before  me." 

"  It  belonged  to  Dona  Clara  di  Calderona," 
said  the  duenna. 

"  And  who  was  she  ? — It  is  the  first  time  I  ever 
heard  her  name." 

"  She  was  a  woman  of  rare  beauty,  and  beloved 
by  our  lord  the  King.  He  gave  her  this  house  ; 
and  it  was  here  he  had  a  son  born  to  him,  whom 
his  Majesty  rendered  legitimate;  and  who,  like 
the  glorious  offspring  of  Charles  V,,  calls  himself 
Don  Juan  of  Austria.  But  the  Calderona  was 
unworthy  the  royal   favour. — She  was  faithless; 
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and  the  King,  in  just  indignation,  shut  her  up 
in  a  convent  for  life. — Only  yesterday  she  quitted 
this  house,  never  to  return." 

This  answer  confounded  Theresa.  Suspicions 
never  before  dreamed  of,  and  a  thousand  confused 
ideas,  now  filled  her  with  alarm.  Fancying  herself 
under  the  influence  of  some  strange  dream,  she 
feared  she  should  awake  again  in  her  cell.  The 
duennas  at  length  left  her  reposing  under  a  superb 
canopy,  in  perfumed  sheets  trimmed  with  the 
richest  lace :  where,  overcome  by  fatigue,  she  fell 
into  a  profound  sleep.  About  the  hour  of  matins 
she  awoke,  thinking  she  heard  the  bell  summon 
her  to  the  choir,  and  by  the  light  of  a  night-lamp, 
cast  an  eye  around  the  dazzling  splendours  of  the 
room.  The  duenna,  slumbering  at  the  foot  of  her 
bed,  awoke. 

*^  What  is  it  you  require.  Madam  ?"  said  she. 
"  Have  you  had  an  evil  dream  ?" — 

"  I  was  frightened,"  faltered  Theresa. 

^^  Compose  yourself  to  sleep  again,  that  you 
may  rise  fresh  and  beautiful, — To-morrow  you 
will  have  a  visit." — 
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"  I  know  no  one  in  Madrid.  Who  should  come 
to  visit  me  in  my  solitude  ?^^ — 

The  duenna  smiled  as  she  gently  closed  the 
couch,  and  whispered  the  name  of  — "  The 
King  r 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  FORTNIGHT  after  these  events,  Paco  Resales 
and  his  companion  Tovalito  were  reposing  them- 
selves under  the  shady  trees  of  the  Prado ;  which 
at  that  time  was  not,  as  to-day,  laid  out  in  broad 
and  regular  alleys,  but  a  park  in  an  almost  uncul- 
tivated state  of  nature. 

The  two  mendicants  had  selected  a  retired  spot 
opposite  a  house,  the  roof  of  which  was  just  per- 
ceptible among  the  topmost  branches  of  a  clump 
of  sycamores. —  Such  absolute  silence  prevailed 
that  the  place  seemed  to  be  uninhabited. 

"  I  hke  Madrid,^^    said  Paco  Resales  ;   "  there 
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are  resources  here  for  honest  fellows  like  our- 
selves, friend  Tovalito.  Let  us  pass  some  years 
of  our  life  here.  We  can  return  to  Valentia  in 
our  old  age,  when  we  have  seen  something  of 
the  world." 

"  Good  !  "  replied  Tovalito,  —  ^^  stay  here, 
if  you  will.  Little  matters  to  me  wherb  I  drag 
this  poor  mutilated  body,  the  envy  of  so  many 
sham  paupers,  whose  infirmities  are  the  result  of 
art  and  not  of  nature !" 

"  You  have  the  best  of  it  there !''    said  Pacp, 
gravely ;  "  and  ought  to  turn  it  to  better  account. 
We  should  then  see  better  days.^^ 
Tovalito  shook  his  head. 

"  What  do  you  want  V^^  replied  Paco.  "  Have 
we  not  all  the  advantages  and  privileges  of  our 
calling? — Dignities  do  not  overwhelm  us,  it  is 
true.  No  one  touches  his  hat  to  us ;  and  at 
processions,  we  do  not  march  in  the  foremost 
rank,  nor  wear  fine  plumes  or  a  sword  by  our  side, 
and  the  young  ladies  do  not  ogle  us  from  their 
fans.    But  we  never  yet  hungered  or  thirsted,  that 
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some  kind  soul  did  not  take  pity  on  us.  Do  we 
not  live  free  of  taxes,  care,  and  work  ?  Cannot  we 
have  masses  performed  for  the  repose  of  our  souls? 
Long  live  my  patron  saint ! — 1  would  not  change 
my  position  for  that  of  a  monk  of  San-Isidoro  !" 

"  Because  you  are  not  pursued  by  a  thirst  for 
vengeance,*'  cried  Tovalito. 

"  By  the  cross  of  St.  Andrew,  that  idea  will 
lead  you  to  an  untimely  end  ! — The  object  of  your 
hatred  is  too  high  above  your  reach." 

"  Who  knows  !^^— said  Tovalito,  pointing  to  his 
wallet,  containing  some  papers  carefully  tied  up  ; 
"  these  may  do  something  yet  V' — 

"Do  you  think  those  papers  so  very  im- 
portant ?'^  said  Paco.  *'  First,  we  must  know 
what  they  really  are  ;  but  as  we  neither  of  us  can 
read,  we  may  look  at  them  for  the  next  hundred 
years  without  being  the  wiser.  They  are  not 
worth  troubling  your  soul  about.^^ — 

"  No,  1  am  not  mistaken  ?'  said  Tovalito, 
bringing  forth  a  roll  of  papers,  carefully  sealed  up. 
"  I  knew  the  man  who  carried  them  in  his  wallet ; 
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a  grey  friar,  who^  like  me,  often  crossed  the 
frontier,  with  more  than  one  message  to  Lisbon 
at  the  time  the  Medina  Sidonias  conspired  against 
the  King." 

"  All  that  is  forgotten  !"— interrupted  Paco.  **  I 
do  not  much  understand  state  affairs,  but  I  can't 
help  thinking  that,  if  he  had  been  plotting  against 
the  state,  he  would  not  have  sent  his  son  to 
Madrid  to  marry  the  Duchess  d'Ossuna.*" 

^^  It  was  necessary  to  conclude  a  marriage 
that  renders  them  masters  of  the  chief  cities  of 
Andalusia,"  said  the  other.  "  I  have  my  sus- 
picions, Paco  ! — The  monk  we  met  at  Our  Lady 
of  Guadaloupe,  came  to  Madrid  only  to  bring 
these  letters." 

"  Do  you  suppose  he  would  have  continued  his 
journey,  after  having  lost  them?" — 

"  Were  he  discovered,  his  order  would  not  save 
him,  and  the  girdle  of  St.  Francis  might  serve  him 
for  a  halter  !*'  replied  Paco. 

"  But  who  can  we  trust  to  read  the  papers  ?" 
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"  We  will  see/*  said  Tovali to,  putting  them  into 
his  pocket. 

"  By  my  patron  saint,"  cried  Paco,  "  Don 
Alonzo  is  not  the  same  person  at  Madrid  whom 
I  knew  at  Valentia.  Things  are  changed.  His 
present  marriage  little  resembles  the  one  we  were 
required  to  witness/' 

"  Look  !"  exclaimed  Tovalito,  gently,  "  there 
is  some  one  behind  yonder  blind  beckoning  us  to 
approach." 

'*  Some  charitable  soul,**  said  Paco,  taking  oiF 
his  hat ;  and  running  towards  the  window,  he 
recited  the  usual  formula  of  his  calling,  when  a 
woman's  hand  let  drop  a  handful  of  rials,  saying, 

"  My  good  Paco,  say  an  Ave  and  a  Pater  for 
me  to  Our  Lady  of  Las  Nieves  !*' — 

"  Holy  Virgin,  what  voice  is  that?"' — cried  the 
mendicant. 

^^  Return  here  to-morrow,  at  the  second 
Angelus,"  said  the  same  voice,  ^'  and  God  pro- 
tect you  !** 
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The  blind  was  now  closed,  and  he  rejoined  his 
companion. 

"  By  the  blessed  Apostle,  St.  James  I"  said  he, 
"  what  means  this  ? — Guess  who  called  me  thus 
by  name  ?  Would  you  believe  it,  Tovalito, — it  was 
Dona  Theresa !" 

"  How  is  that  possible  ?  Nuns  can  no  more 
return  to  the  world  than  the  dead,"  replied  his 
companion. 

"  Yet  it  was  the  very  voice  I  used  to  hear  at 
the  door  of  our  Lady  de  Las  DesemperadosT! 
Whether  it  be  her  or  no,  I  will  tell  over  my 
rosary  in  her  behalf.  Time  will  show  whether  I 
am  mistaken.  There  have  been  greater  miracles 
than  this  !" 

"  Were  it  indeed  Dona  Theresa,^^  said  To- 
valitOj  winking  his  one  eye,  "  surely  we  might 
confide  these  papers  to  her  ? — She  was  accounted 
a  fine  scholar." 

Next  day,  at  the  appointed  time,  the  door  of 
this  mysterious  house,  round  which  Paco  had 
been  watching  for  more  than  an   hour,  opened, 

VOL.  III.  N 
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and  a  duenna  beckoned  him  in.  As  he  followed 
her,  his  heavy  shoes  trod  upon  mats  of  exquisite 
delicacy,  and  he  was  dazzled  by  the  splendours 
that  surrounded  him. 

^^  Come  in,  brother  I"  said  the  duenna,  who 
shut  the  door  of  her  mistress's  room.  And  Paco 
Rosales,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  murmured 
to  himself,  '^  Ave  Maria  purissima !  It  is  her- 
self!"— 

Theresa,  seated  upon  satin  cushions,  wore  an 
ample  robe  of  white  damask,  of  which  the  sleeves 
were  confined  by  bows,  terminated  with  diamond 
tags,  descending  to  her  elbows.  Still  there  was  a 
certain  disorder  in  this  sumptuous  dress.  Her 
beautiful  hair  fell  neglected  about  her  thin  and 
ivory  neck,  and  her  head  drooped  upon  her  beau- 
tiful hands. 

"  Draw  nearer,  Paco  \"  said  she  in  a  faint 
voice.     "  Do  you  know  me  ?" — 

"  O  holy  saints  1^^  cried  he,  "  can  I  forget 
Dona  Theresa  di  Vasconcellos !" 

"  If  you  wish  me  well/^  said  she,  "  by  your 


THERESA.  267 

salvation,  never  pronounce  that  name, — it  is  that 
of  one  numbered  with  the  dead !  Paco,  I  can 
trust  you,  and  would  fain  tell  you  a  secret  known 
to  no  mortal  living. — Will  you  be  faithful  ?" 

"Faithful  in  life  and   death  !'^  —  replied   the 
mendicant. 

"  I  saw  you  not  long  since,  one  morning  during 
mass,  at  the  Convent  of  St.  Francis  ?"  said  she; 

"  When  you  wore  the  veil,  and  a  crown  of 
thorns  1"  he  replied.     ^^  You  were  a  nun  then." 

"  I  fled  from  that  convent,  Paco, — I  violated 
my  vows  ! — And  now,  I  am  surrounded  by  every 
thing  that  can  flatter  human  pride  or  gratify  the 
human  senses.  I  have  endless  wealth.  My  desires 
and  caprices  are  a  sovereign  law.  All  obey  me.'^ 
As  she  spoke,  she  pointed  to  her  dress,  "  Brocade 
has  taken  the  place  of  the  goading  hair- cloth  l^' 
said  she.  "  I  rise  no  longer  to  pray  in  the  dead  of 
night.  Still,  trust  me,  Paco,  I  sleep  not  as  well 
under  these  silken  curtains,  as  on  the  straw  mat- 
tress of  my  cell! — My  soul  is  tortured  with 
anguish, — with  despair !" 
N  2 


268  THERESA. 

"  You  cannot^  I  fear,  forget  Don  Alonzo  de 
Gasman  V'  said  the  mendicant. 

'^  You  have  said  it !"  said  Theresa,  trembling 
at  the  name.  "  Paco  !  it  was  he  who  sacrificed  my 
honour  and  doomed  me  to  eternal  perdition.  Yet 
Don  Alonzo  is  happy, — Don  Alonzo  is  beloved ; 

while  If Paco !    Can   you  not  now   conceive 

what  I  require  of  you  V 

He  made  an  affirmative  sign. 

^•'  The  danger  will  be  great/'  said  she  ;  "  but 
with  a  firm  hand,  and  resolute  courage,  one  man 
is  ever  master  of  another.  I  will  reward  you 
beyond  your  hopes.  You  shall  be  rich, — noble 
if  you  will.^^ — 

And  while  the  mendicant  looked  at  her  incre- 
dulously, she  continued  with  energy — 

"  Yes !  I  can  make  a  nobleman  of  him  who 
slays  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman  I" 

"To  stab  a  man  unawares,  is  easy  enough,^^ 
said  Paco,  coolly;  "but  the  vengeance  is  too 
merciful.  We  might  find  another  mode, — more 
slow,  and  yet  more  terrible." 
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*^  What  mean  you  ?"  cried  Theresa ; —  where- 
upon Paco  drew  the  papers  from  his  bosom,  and 
gave  them  into  her  hand. 

^^  Despatches  addressed  to  Don  Gaspar  Alonzo 
Perez  de  Gusman,  Count  and  Lord  of  San  Lucar 
de  Barrameda  ! "  exclaimed  Theresa.  '^  How 
came  you  by  these  V — 

"  I  found  them  at  the  bottom  of  the  wallet  of  a 
friar  who  came  from  Lisbon.  I  have  a  notion 
they  would  convict  Don  Alonzo  as  a  traitor  and  a 
rebel  to  our  lord  the  King  !"  ^ 

Theresa  broke  open  the  seals,  and  found  that 
they  were  written  in  cipher.  "  Alas  !"  she  ex- 
claimed, "  how  am  I  to  unravel  this  ?" 

"  1  fear  I  can  be  of  no  avail/'  said  Paco,  greatly 
disappointed;  and  there  was  a  heavy  pause  be- 
tween them. 

At  length  Theresa  addressed  him : 

"  Leave  me  these  papers/'  said  she.  "  By  to- 
morrow, I  will  learn  their  contents.'^ 

She  then  emptied  the  contents  of  her  velvet 
purse  into  the  hat  of  Paco  Rosales. 
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"Too  much,  too  much!" — exclaimed  he,  in 
amazement.  "  I  never  received  more  than  a 
doubloon  at  a  time  in  my  life,  and  that  seldom.'^ 

"  1  will  make  you  rich,^^  said  Theresa.  "  You 
shall  return  to  our  old  town  of  Valentia,  and  en- 
^oy  the  remainder  of  your  life  in  peaceful  leisure.** 

"  I  have  passed  my  whole  life  in  leisure,"  said 
he,  ingenuously. 

^^  Ay,  but  you  shall  never  more  beg  your  bread. 
It  will  require  prayer  and  good  works,  Paco,  to 
redeem  your  sins.^^ 

"  My  conscience  is  pure,"  said  he,  closing  his 
eyes,  and  placing  his  hand  on  his  heart. 

Theresa  fell  into  a  reverie,  grasping  convul- 
sively the  papers  on  her  knees. 

"  Go,  good  Paco !"  said  she,  at  length,  in 
a  saddened  voice.  "  Remember  me  in  your 
prayers!" 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  same  evening,  towards  midnight,  Theresa 
was  alone  with  her  royal  protector.  Her  habitual 
depression  of  spirits  had  given  way  to  an  excite- 
ment apparent  in  the  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  and 
vivid  carnation  of  her  cheeks.  Philip  IV.  was 
subdued  not  only  by  the  rare  beauty  of  The- 
resa, but  by  the  strange  and  mysterious  fascination 
of  her  mind  and  manners ;  which  both  piqued  his 
curiosity  and  enhanced  his  attachment.  Even  her 
melancholy  wore  a  charm. 

Seated  before  a  table  under  the  soft  shade  of 
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a  suspended  lamp,  Theresa  seemed  profoundly 
absorbed,  when  the  King  took  his  place  by  her 
side. 

"  Of  what  are  you  thinking  V — said  he,  passing 
his  hand  over  her  beautiful  hair. 

"  Sire  \"  she  replied,  looking  upon  the  table, 
"  I  was  considering  these  papers  which  have 
accidentally  fallen  into  my  possession,  and  I  want 
to  know  their  contents." 

^^  What  is  this?"  said  the  King;  '^a  corre- 
spondence in  cipher  ?  —  Who  gave  you  these 
letters  ?"— 

^^  A  poor  pilgrim,  sire,  on  whom  I  bestowed 
alms.     Can  your  Majesty  decipher  them  V 

"  No,  on  my  soul!"  said  the  King.  "  But  I 
have  those  about  me  who  can." 

^^  I  would  fain  have  them  explained  immediately,, 
sire,  if  it  were  possible." 

"  Everything  is  possible  which  you  desire," 
he  replied.  "We  will  make  inquiries  of  the 
secretaries  of  the  duke,  our  minister." 

"  You    surely  jest  with   me,   sire.     There  is 


THERESA.  273 

perhaps  in  those  papers  proof  of  some  conspiracy 
against  your  royal  person/^ 

"  Do  you  dabble  then  in  affairs  of  state, 
Theresa?"  said  the  King,  good-humouredly. 
"  Take  heed !  or  I  may  send  you  yourself  for 
examination  to  the  duke/^ 

"  Meanwhile,  sire,  be  pleased  to  grant  my 
request,"  said  she,  handing  him  the  papers. 

"  I  obey,  beautiful  Theresa  !  Luckily,  Pizarro 
understands  these  things,"  said  the  King ;  "  and 
he  shall  interpret  them  into  good  and  legibly 
Spanish." 

Pizarro  was  one  of  the  emissaries  who  ac- 
companied Philip  IV.  in  his  nocturnal  excursions, 
of  which  the  secret  was  known  only  to  the 
confidential  attendants  of  the  King.  These  in- 
dividuals were  armed,  and  mounted  guard  in  any 
house  where  his  Majesty  felt  disposed  to  so- 
journ. Pizarro  and  his  companions  were  playing 
at  dice  in  the  anteroom,  when  the  duenna  ar- 
rived with  the  King's  commands,  and  he  followed 
her  to  the  gallery  containing  the  apartment  of 
N  3 
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Dona  Theresa,  which  no  one  but  the  King  was 
allowed  to  approach.  The  papers  were  laid  upon 
the  table  with  all  the  requisites  for  writing.  But 
scarcely  had  the  secretary  commenced  his  task  of 
decipherment,  when  his  face  assumed  an  ex- 
pression of  astonishment,  bordering  upon  alarm. 
— It  took  him  an  hour  to  finish  his  task  ! 

When  the  duenna  returned,  Pizarro  placed  the 
papers  in  her  hand,  saying, 

*^  By  my  salvation,  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost ! 
-^1  wait  the  orders  of  the  King.'^ 

Having  received  the  papers  presented  him  by 
the  duenna  on  her  knees,  Phihp  placed  them 
before  Theresa,  saying, 

^^  Now,  sweetest,  satisfy  your  curiosity  I" 

As  she  proceeded  in  the  perusal,  she  too  be- 
came pale  as  death.  Her  eyes  flashed  under  her 
long  lashes,  and  it  was  easy  to  see  her  hand 
pressed  upon  her  heart  as  if  trying  to  suppress 
its  violent  emotion.     When  she  had  finished, 

"  Sire  !"  said  she,  "  this  business  regards  your- 
.  self  rather  than  me— read  V 
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"Are  you  ill  ?" — cried  the  King,  terrified  by  her 
agitation. 

"  I  beseech  you,  sire,  lose  no  time,"  said  she, 
again  presenting  a  paper,  accidentally  dropped 
by  the  King. 

And  hardly  had  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  it,  when 
his  colour  changed.  After  reading  to  the  end, 
he  rose  ;  and  even  Theresa  trembled  at  the  terrible 
anger  manifested  in  his  countenance. 

"  Must  I  ever  find  myself  surrounded  by  iji- 
grates, — rebels — enemies?"  cried  he.  "The  ex- 
ample of  the  Duke  of  Braganza  has  borne  its 
fruits.  The  Catalonians  in  revolt  have  already 
called  the  French  to  their  aid,  and  Andalusia  is 
about  to  rise.  The  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia 
would  fain  make  an  independent  kingdom  of  his 
province.  By  heavens  !  the  day  will  come  when 
there  will  be  as  many  sovereigns  in  Spain,  as 
there  are  now  provinces.  But  shall  the  powerful 
sceptre  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  quail  in  my 
hand? — Shall  this  superb  monarchy  crumble  into 
dust  ?    No,  no !    I  will  crush  this  rebellion,  and 
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die  as  I  was  born,  King  of  all  Spain—not  King 
of  Castille — like  Henry  the  Impotent/^ 

And  as  he  spoke,  he  turned  towards  Theresa, 
extending  a  hand,  which  she  pressed  to  her 
lips. 

"  The  service  you  have  rendered  the  state  is 
incalculable  !"  said  he.  ^^  These  letters  refer  to  a 
conspiracy  on  the  point  of  being  put  into  ex- 
ecution, the  work  of  Medina  Sidonia  and  his 
son.  My  galleons,  captured  on  their  arrival,  are 
to  defray  the  expenses  of  the  war — Cadiz  is  to  be 
delivered  to  the  Portuguese,  and  the  same  day, 
Andalusia  will  proclaim  her  new  sovereign  !  This 
letter,  addressed  to  Don  Alonzo  de  Gusman,  is 
the  key  to  the  whole  plot. — But  tell  me,  Theresa, 
how  came  you  by  these  fatal  papers  V 

Again  did  she  recount  the  mode  of  their  falling 
into  her  hands. 

*^  We  will  verify  these  facts,"  said  the  King. 
"  But  we  must  first  secure  the  guilty.  This  very 
night,  the  conspirators  shall  be  arrested ;  whatever 
may  be  their  rank   or  position,   they   shall   not 
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escape  justice.  The  marriage  of  Don  Alonzo 
de  Gusman  was  to  have  taken  place  to-morrow. 
I  see  now  why  he  hurried  his  departure  so  im- 
patiently.— He  meant  to  take  possession  of  his 
kingdom. — By  my  royal  salvation  !  it  is  upon 
the  scaffold  he  shall  find  his  crown  ?' — 

"  And  it  shall  be  on  the  scaffold  I  offer  him  a 
wedding  token  for  his  union  with  another  I" 
murmured  Theresa. — ^^  My  vengeance  will  be 
complete  !" — 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

On  the  following  day,  a  strange  report  cir- 
culated in  Madrid.  It  was  rumoured  that  Don 
Alonzo  de  Gusman  had  been  arrested.  A  grandee 
of  Spain  being  subject  to  imprisonment  only  for 
high  treason,  no  doubt  could  be  entertained  that 
a  conspiracy  against  the  state  had  been  disco- 
vered ! — The  friends  of  Gusman  were  in  a  state 
of  consternation ;  already  looking  forward  to  some 
terrible  act  of  justice. 

The  Duke  d'Ossuna  immediately  repaired  to  the 
palace,  and  in  a  secret  audience  of  the  King,  de- 
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clared  that  his  daughter's  marriage  with  Don 
Alonzo  de  Gasman  was  irrevocably  broken.  The 
disgrace  of  Medina  Sidonia  was  now  a  matter  of 
public  notoriety.  The  King  had  already  deprived 
him  of  his  government  and  confiscated  his  estates. 
The  city  of  San  Lucar  de  Barrameda,  and  some 
other  places  under  the  dominion  of  his  house, 
were  consequently  united  to  the  crown ;  and  the 
most  powerful  noble  in  the  kingdom  thus  deprived 
of  his  wealth,  had  the  alternative  of  flying  to 
Portugal  to  end  his  Ufe  in  exile, — or  of  throwing 
himself  at  the  feet  of  the  King,  and  soliciting 
mercy  for  himself  and  his  son. 

Don  Alonzo  was  closely  guarded.  His  confes- 
sor alone  was  allowed  to  see  him.  He  was  to  be 
judged  by  his  peers,  the  members  of  the  council 
of  Castille,  and  the  greatest  anxiety  prevailed  as 
to  the  sentence  likely  to  be  awarded. 

The  two  mendicants  who  had  made  the  disco- 
very of  this  desperate  treason,  were  magnificently 
rewarded;  and  might,  had  they  thought  proper, 
have   attained  eminent  positions   in   the   world. 
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Unaccustomed  to  honours,  however,  they  were 
already  embarrassed  by  their  accession  of  wealth. 
Every  day  they  visited  Dona  Theresa,  who 
anxiously  awaited  the  result  of  the  drama  in  which 
she  had  played  so  prominent  a  part;  still  fearing 
that  the  influence  of  the  Duke,  a  distant  relative 
of  the  Gusmans,  might  secure  the  life  of  Don 
Alonzo. 

One  day,  the  two  mendicants  received  an  unex- 
pected piece  of  news.  Paco  was  sent  for  from 
the  palace  to  have  an  audience  of  the  King  after 
mass ;  and  did  not  return  till  the  evening  to  his 
lodgings. 

*^  I  have  been  face  to  face  with  his  Majesty  V 
said  Paco,  opening  the  door  of  the  room  in  which 
his  companion  was  awaiting  him. 

"  Tell  me  all  about  it  V  calmly  replied  Tova- 
lito.  "  Why  you  must  be  as  proud  as  a  grandee 
of  Spain  !'* 

"  First  of  all,^^  said  Paco,  taking  off  his  doublet 
of  fine  black  cloth,  starched  collar,  and  rosetted 
shoes,   ^^  I  was  forced  to  wait  seven  hours.      The 
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gentleman  who  conducted  me  to  the  palace,  left 
me  in  a  great  room,  where  there  are  as  many- 
pictures  as  in  the  church  of  our  Lady  of  Las 
Desemperados ;  yet  not  one  of  the  paintings  re- 
presenting a  rehgious  subject!  The  devil  must 
have  made  a  good  harvest  of  those  people.  You 
never  saw  anything  like  it,  Tovalito.  St.  An- 
thony himself  would  have  been  doomed  to  ever- 
lasting perdition  for  only  looking  at  them.  I  was 
not  alone  there.  Other  cavaliers  were  walking 
up  and  down,  looking  fierce,  with  swords  1^ 
their  sides.  I  need  not  tell  you,  I  had  not  much 
talk  with  them.  I  remained  near  the  door ;  and, 
God  forgive  me,  but  once  or  twice  T  nearly  held 
out  my  hat  to  them,  from  the  force  of  custom  !" 

*^  Which  is  second  nature,"  sententiously  ob- 
served Tovalito. 

"  At  last,  the  gentleman  returned,"  continued 
Paco,  "  and  led  me  through  many  rooms,  till  we 
entered  a  cabinet,  where  I  perceived  a  little  pale 
man,  dressed  in  black,  who  seemed  unmindful  of 
my  presence.     He  did  not  wear  a  single  jewel, 
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and  his  doublet  was  just  like  mine.  Who  would 
have  supposed  that  this  was  our  lord  the  King  ? 
I  was  not  aware  of  it  till  the  gentleman  said,  ^  Sire, 
here  is  the  man  your  Majesty  inquired  for  !'  where- 
upon I  threw  myself  most  humbly  upon  my  knees, 
and  waited  the  royal  commands.  I  fancied  he 
was  going  to  talk  to  me  of  the  papers  you  so 
luckily  found  at  the  bottom  of  the  friar's  wallet. 
Not  a  bit! — he  inquired  if  I  had  known  Dona 
Theresa  elsewhere  than  at  Madrid  ? — I  need  not 
say  how  confused  I  was  at  being  compelled  to  lie 
to  his  sovereign  Majesty.  T  was  obliged  to  say 
all,  or  nothing." 

^^  Fool  ?^  interrupted  Tovalito,  "  you  told  all 
then?" 

"  Nothing  !  I  said  I  had  seen  Dona  Theresa 
for  the  first  time  when  she  gave  me  alms  the  other 
day ;  upon  which  the  King  threw  himself  back  in 
his  chair,  and  bad  me  begone." 

*'  And  such  is  the  result  of  your  audience  of 
the  King  of  Spain  V  said  Tovalito,  sneeringly. 

"  I  can  tell  you  that,  as  I  came  away,  every 
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body  I  passed  by  saluted  me,  knowing  I  had  been 
closeted  with  his  Majesty." 

"  You  ought,  at  least,  to  have  returned  thanks 
to  him  for  his  bounty  to  us  !"   said  Tovalito. 

"  I  had  not  time*  Well ;  what  think  you  of 
our  good  fortune  ?  We  are  rich  ! — No  more  beg- 
ging at  the  door  of  our  Lady  of  Las  Desempera- 
dos.  We  have  6000  rials  per  annum  upon  the 
salt-mines  of  San  Lucar  di  Barrameda.  How 
are  we  to  spend  it  ?" 

"  We  will  live  like  gentlemen." —  # 

"  Hush,  hush  \"  interrupted  Paco.  "  In  that 
case,  nobody  would  ever  give  us  another  ma- 
ravedi." 

"  I  see  you  want  to  return  to  the  church  door 
again,"  said  Tovalito.  "  All  things  considered, 
perhaps  one  may  just  as  well  live  there  as  else- 
where. In  winter  one  is  warm  when  the  sun 
shines,  and  in  summer  one  is  cool  in  the  porch, 
which  is  all  a  man  wants  in  the  world.  With  this 
money,  we  will  establish  perpetual  masses  for  the 
repose  of  our  souls." 
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"  Good  !"  said  Paco ;  "  as  well  to  spend  it 
after  our  deaths  as  during  our  lives."  And  so 
saying,  he  quitted  his  courtly  dress,  and  resumed 
his  beggar's  garments. 

^^  I  am  ready,"  said  he ;  "  let  us  depart  while 
all  is  well."  And  they  wandered  about  the  streets 
till  it  was  time  to  go  to  the  house  in  the  Prado. 

In  that  quarter  was  a  narrow  dirty  street,  in 
which  stood  a  state  prison.  It  was  chiefly  used 
for  priests,  who,  favoured  by  the  inquisition,  were 
handed  over  to  ecclesiastical  tribunals ;  but  it 
was  there  they  had  imprisoned  Don  Alonzo,  the 
cells  being  deep  and  secure. 

As  the  mendicants  approached  the  gate  of  this 
solitary  place,  several  capuchin  friars  entered, 
their  arms  crossed  on  their  bosoms,  and  their  heads 
bent  down;  rapidly  counting  their  rosaries  of 
fifteen  tens.  On  seeing  this  procession,  the  men- 
dicants were  struck  with  the  same  idea. 

"  These  are  the  reverend  fathers  who  attend 
the  condemned,"  exclaimed  Tovalito. 

"  It  is,  doubtless,  for  to-morrow  !"  said  Pacoj 
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with  an  expressive  nod ;  and  they  hurried  on 
towards  the  house  on  the  Prado,  where  Theresa 
was  awaiting  them. 

"  The  sentence  is  pronounced,"  said  she. 
"To-morrow,  at  daybreak,  Don  Alonzo  will  ascend 
the  scaffold,  and  die  the  death  of  a  traitor  !  But 
my  vengeance  would  not  be  satisfied  if  he  went 
out  of  this  world  without  knowing  that  /am  the 
cause  of  his  death  ! — I  must  tell  it  him  myself  l'^ 

The  mendicants  crossed  themselves  at  the 
word.  • 

"  Holy  saints  \"  said  Tovalito,  "  how  are  you 
to  enter  the  prison  !" 

"  By  an  order  from  the  King!" 

"You  could  not  support  such  a  spectacle!  your 
heart  would  fail  you  in  witnessing  those  dreadful 
preparations  1^^  said  the  mendicant. 

"  No  !"  replied  she.  "  What  is  there  in  the 
world  to  frighten  me  noiv  ? — I  was  once  timid, 
weak,  womanly.  At  midnight,  the  least  noise 
alarmed  me.  But  now  that  I  have  defied  the  wrath 
of  God   and  contempt  of  man,  I   fear  nothing ! 
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My  heart  seems  transmuted  into  iron.  Yes ! — 
I  could  gaze  with  unmoistened  eyes  on  the 
tortures  and  execution  of  Don  Alonzo ;  and  this 
very  night,  the  last  he  is  to  pass  in  this  world,  I 
am  resolved  to  see  him  \" 

These  words  were  pronounced  in  a  tone  of  the 
most  irrevocable  resolution;  and  though  the 
mendicants  earnestly  endeavoured  to  dissuade  her, 
she  obstinately  persisted  in  her  project. 

"  I  tell  you  I  will  go !"  said  she,  "  and  you 
must  both  bear  me  company." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

The  same  night,  somewhat  before  the  clock 
struck  twelve,  Theresa  entered  the  prison,  fol- 
lowed by  Tovalito  and  Paco  Rosales.  She  was 
dressed  in  black,  and  a  thick  veil  concealed  her 
face.  Profound  silence  reigned  in  that  terrible 
abode,  where  so  many  hapless  wretches  were  cut 
off  from  communion  with  their  kind  by  the  most 
formidable  barriers  erected  by  the  hand  of  man. 
It  was  always  cold — always  dark — within  those 
gloomy  vaults;  which  had  never  echoed  any 
earthly  sound  but  moans  and  maledictions. 
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Theresa  advanced — supported  by  Paco  Re- 
sales/ and  preceded  by  a  turnkey,  holding  a 
lantern.  After  going  through  several  well-bolted 
doors,  she  crossed  a  damp,  narrow  court,  and 
arrived  at  the  entrance  of  the  chapel ;  in  which' 
according  to  custom,  the  criminal  was  to  pass  the 
last  night  of  his  existence,  attended  by  the  minis- 
ters of  his  faith. 

The  lighted  tapers  on  the  altar  threw  a  bright 
and  wan  light  upon  the  mournful  scene.  A  few 
monks,  standing  in  the  choir,  chaunted  the 
prayers  for  the  dying ;  while  Don  Alonzo  knelt 
before  a  crucifix,  wearing  a  doublet  of  black  satin, 
buttoned  close  to  the  chin,  with  a  collar  of  white 
linen.  His  physiognomy  displayed  neither  grief 
nor  fear ;  but  he  was  mortally  pale,  and  his  lips 
murmured  a  prayer,  probably  unknown  to  his 
distracted  mind.  Now  and  then,  a  monk  ex- 
horted him  with  a  loud  voice,  pointing  to  the 
crucifix  on  the  altar. 

A  few  steps  from  this  group,  was  a  man  seated 
in  a  stall  of  the  choir,  his  face  covered  with  his 
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hands,  and  observing  a  profound  silence.  Yet 
the  nervous  tremour  of  his  body  announced  the 
struggle  of  inward  anguish  ! 

It  was  the  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia,  who  had 
obtained  the  favour  of  seeing  his  son  once  more, 
and  of  being  with  him  during  this  terrible 
ordeal. 

Theresa  having  advanced  with  firm  and  rapid 
steps,  abruptly  threw  back  her  veil. — 

"  Don  Alonzo  \"  said  she,  in  a  mournful  voice, 
stopping  short  before  him.  "  Do  you  kno^ 
me?^^ 

At  this  apparition,  the  condemned  man  started 
back,  as  though  he  beheld  a  body  rise  from  the 
grave.    ■ 

«  Theresa  1"  faltered  he ;  "  my  Theresa  !" 

"  Yes,  it  is  indeed  Theresa! "  she  replied. 
"  You  have  not  forgotten  me  !  But  do  you  also 
remember  the  night  when  I  followed  you  on  the 
faith  of  your  word  ?  Do  you  remember  the  church 
of  the  Dominicans  ?  We  were  then,  as  now,  before 
the  altar.— Midnight  struck,  as  now.— We  were 

VOL.  III.  o 
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about  to  be  united  for  life, — for  eternity ;  and  yet 
the  hour  of  separation  was  at  hand.  I  was  lost ! 
—  Disgraced,  dishonoured, —  abandoned  by  my 
family, — I  had  no  refuge  but  the  grave  ;  or  to  live 
in  tortures  still  more  insupportable  than  that 
which  you  are  about  to  suifer.  I  did  live, — and  I 
am  avenged  !  Alonzo  !  It  is  I — Theresa — I  who 
send  you  to  the  block  !" 

The  monks  listened  in  amazement  to  these 
frantic  words.  Even  the  old  Duke  rose  and  re- 
cognised Theresa. 

"  Retire  !"  exclaimed  he,  in  despair;  "  and  if 
this  be  true,  be  the  blood  of  my  son  upon  your 
head!" 

"  Senor  Duke/*  said  she,  haughtily,  ^^  we  have 
met  before.  I  bent  my  knees  before  you,  to  ask 
for  something  more  precious  than  life — my  ho- 
nour ! — You  repulsed  me.  You  then  thought  to 
blast  with  impunity  the  fair  fame, — the  happiness, 
— of  a  weak  unprotected  woman.  Without  mercy 
or  pity,  you  insulted  me, — trampled  me  under 
your  feet.      But,   noble   blood   is  in  my  veins; 
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and  I  have  avenged  myself  as  becomes  a  daughter 
of  Spain  V 

There  was  a  pause ;  and  the  Duke  seemed  to 
relapse  into  his  former  stupor.  Don  Alonzo, 
however,  roused  by  painful  emotions,  fixed  a 
stern  glance  upon  Theresa. 

"  Theresa !"  said  he ;  "  on  the  brink  of  the 
grave,  all  passion  expires  in  the  heart  of  man. 
He  has  neither  love  nor  hatred,  but  the  repent- 
ance of  his  errors  is  overwhelming.  You,  whom 
I  betrayed,  pardon,  O  pardon  me,  and  pray  .to 
God  for  my  salvation  V 

At  these  words,  the  heart  of  Theresa  softened 
within  her.  Reminiscences  of  early  aflfection 
returned  into  her  soul;  and  she  knelt  beside 
Alonzo  absorbed  in  grief.  As  she  gazed  upon  the 
noble  countenance  of  him  she  had  so  adored,  even 
at  that  awful  moment  she  thought  of  their  happy 
hours  in  the  orange-grove,  when  her  lover  was 
at  her  feet,  and  the  world  forgotten ;  and  wiUingly 
would  she  have  sacrificed  love,  pride,  jealousy, — 
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willingly  would  she  have  consented  to  die  for 
him,  to  preserve  his  life, — even  at  the  certainty 
of  his  becoming  the  happy  husband  of  another. 

"  Alas  I''  murmured  she,  in  despair.  "  It 
was  not  thus  I  thought  to  meet  you  again.  The 
whole  sufferings  of  my  life  are  nothing,  compared 
with  those  of  this  fatal  hour.  Alonzo,  pardon 
me!" 

He  made  no  reply.  He  seemed  to  forget 
her  very  presence ; — and  turned  his  face  towards 
the  altar,  joining  in  the  prayers  of  the  priests. 

The  two  mendicants,  kneeling  upon  the  flags, 
fervently  recited  their  orisons,  while  contem- 
plating this  fearful  scene. 

Suddenly,  a  latent  hope  awoke  in  the  soul  of 
Theresa.  The  King  might  be  moved  to  pardon 
him ! — Philip  could  not  intend  the  old  Duke  to 
witness  the  execution  of  his  son  ! 

"  O  God  of  Mercy  1'^  murmured  Theresa, 
struck  with  a  sudden  hope,  "  he  will  not  die. 
The   King  will   show  clemency. — Holy   Virgin  ! 
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assuage  his  anguish, — have  pity  on  us  ! — Deign 
to  look  down  on  those  who  pray  with  penitent 
hearts  \" 

As  she  covered  her  burning  forehead  with 
her  hands,  a  sudden  giddiness  seized  her  head; 
and  it  seemed  as  though  the  lights  grew  pale, 
and  that  she  heard  nought  but  the  voices  chant- 
ing around  her. 

At  that  moment,  there  was  a  stir  in  the 
chapel.  Two  njonks  advanced  towards  the 
Duke,  who,  in  a  state  of  stupor,  sat  inanimate 
in  his  stall. 

They  led  him  out  by  a  small  porch  leading  to- 
w^ards  the  vestry,  while  the  other  monks,  surround- 
ing Don  Alonzo,  conducted  him  out  into  a  low 
room,  separated  from  the  chapel  by  a  narrow 
passage.  Theresa  saw  all,  as  if  in  a  dream,  so 
completely  had  the  intense  emotions  of  the  night 
bewildered  her  faculties. 

Some  minutes  elapsed,  when  Paco  advanced  to 
the  aid  of  the  suffering  woman.  Abruptly  rising, 
she  gazed   wildly   around   her.     Every  one  had 


294  THERESA. 

quitted  the  chapel:  Tovalito,  standing  at  the 
door  by  which  Alonzo  had  gone  out,  thrust  his 
head  forward  into  the  obscure  passage.  It  was 
now  two  o'  the  morning. — 

'^  Have  they  taken  him  away  ? — The  King  then 
has  pardoned  him  !" — exclaimed  Theresa,  raising 
her  eyes  to  heaven. 

"  May  God  have  pardoned  him !"  said  To- 
valito,  pointing  to  the  open  door ;  and  Theresa 
advancing,  glanced  towards  the  extremity  of 
the  gallery,  and  beheld  the  headless  trunk  of  Don 
Alonzo  lying  on  the  pavement.  The  King  having 
spared  him  the  publicity  of  an  infamous  death, 
orders  had  been  received  for  a  private  de- 
capitation.— 

Theresa  cast  a  last  look  upon  the  motionless 
body  ;  then  turned  aside  her  head  with  a  piteous 
moan.  —  The  two  mendicants  led  her  away, 
unresisting — and  no  sooner  had  they  quitted  that 
fearful  spot,  than  she  walked  alone, — a  supernatural 
strength  seeming  to  have  revived  her.  But  she 
proceeded  without  uttering  a  word. 
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^^  O  madam  !"  said  Paco,  ^^  whither  are  you 
going  ?" 

"  Where  Heaven  calls  me  !"  replied  Theresa^ 
hastening  her  steps.  In  vain  did  the  two  mendi- 
cants inquire  her  design.  She  was  deaf  and  ap- 
parently reckless.  They  soon  saw  that  she  was 
taking  the  road  to  Aranjuez^  and  the  two  mendi- 
cants instantly  guessing  her  project,  followed  her 
steps. — 

The  journey,  of  only  a  few  leagues,  lasted 
twenty-four]  hours,  for  she  was  determined  to 
proceed  on  foot.  She  refused  all  food,  all  rest. 
On  the  morning  of  the  second  day,  she  arrived 
at  the  gate  of  the  convent  of  St.  Francis.  It 
was  the  hour  of  matins,  and  the  chapel  door 
stood  open.  Theresa  entered,  and  knelt  before 
the  altar;  while  Paco  and  Tovalito  bent  their 
knees  devoutly  behind  her.  At  sight  of  a 
stranger,  with  her  face  concealed  under  her  veil, 
the  nuns  praying  in  the  choir  were  astonished ; 
and  gazing  at  her  through  the  grating,  sought  in 
vain  to  guess  her  object  in  that  desolate  place. 
When  mass  was  over,  just   as   the    priest    had 
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quitted  the  altar,  Theresa  raised  her  veil,  and 
approached  the  cloister-door. 

A  cry  of  surprise  and  alarm  re-echoed  through 
the  aisles  of  the  edifice ;  and  the  nuns,  falling  upon 
their  faces,  fancying  they  saw  the  spirit  of  sister 
^t.  Francis,  the  almoner  approached  the  altar,  and 
gave  out  the  prayer  of  exorcisation. — 

"Reverend  mother!"  said  Theresa  to  the 
Prioress — "  God  hath  left  me  here  on  earth  for 
repentance  ;  and  to  redeem  my  soul,  polluted  by 
grievous  sins,  I  come  to  accomplish  the  expiation 
required  by  His  justice." 

The  Prioress  then  approached  the  grating,  and 
raised  the  cross  of  her  rosary,  that  the  sinner 
might  kneel  in  adoration  before  it.  A  moment 
afterwards,  the  door  opened,  and  Theresa  turned 
to  Paco  and  Tovalito. 

"  Farewell,  my  friends,'^  said  she ;  ^'  return  to 
Valentia — to  the  sweet  country  I  shall  never 
more  behold,  and  pray  for  me  every  day  of  your 
lives !" — 

She  made  them  one  more  sign,  and  the  door 
closed  upon  her  for  ever  ! — 
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The  mendicants,  full  of  grief  and  tears,  re- 
mained there  some  time;  and  in  the  evening  set 
oiF  begging  to  Valentia.  For  many  years,  they 
were  seen  at  their  old  station  at  the  door  of  our 
Lady  of  Las  Desemperados,  They  still  lived 
by  begging,  having  devoted  all  they  possessed 
to  masses  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Don 
Alonzo  de  Gusman  and  Theresa. 

Too  well  were  they  aware  of  the  destiny  that 
awaits  in  Spain  the  infraction  of  a  religious 
vow ! —  ^ 


THE  END. 
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